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ace 


The  writer  of  this  preface  has  been  most  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  "Dad"  since  his  coming  to  Montana  in  the 
spring  of  1889. 

In  Ohio  he  had  been  engaged  in  teaching  for  17  years, 
was  also  a  local  preacher  for  10  years;  he  taught  school 
his  first  two  years  in  Montana  and  took  up  the  work  of  the 
regular  ministry. 

Through  all  these  years  he  has  been  a  most  successful 
evangelist  pastor,  not  only  building  up  the  charges  he  served 
in  material  things  but  spiritual  things  as  well,  and  has  won 
many  trophies  in  the  way  of  new  converts  for  the  "Prince 
of  Peace."  He  has  been  connected  with  the  work  of  the 
North  Montana  Mission  and  Conference  since  1893,  16  years 
as  secretary,  and  is  an  expert  as  a  writer  and  composer. 
He  is  thoroughly  posted  in  the  facts  contained  in  the  "Let- 
ters from  Dad  to  Sylvester." 

Having  examined  the  manuscript  I  can  verify  the  facts 
contained  herein.  These  "letters"  will  be  very  helpful  to 
every  young  preacher  taking  work  in  this  great  Northwest. 

For,  now  43  years,  I  have  had  no  other  work  than  that 
of  the  ministry;  first  in  the  new  territory  and  later  the 
State  of  Montana.  I  have  been  presiding  elder,  superinten- 
dent of  the  mission  and  district  superintendent  for  24  con- 
secutive years;  always  on  the  frontier  helping  to  organize 
new  work,  and  have  thus  been  associated  with  all  of  the 
different  classes  of  society  peculiar  to  a  new  frontier — the 
early  gold-miners,  cowboys,  sheep-herders  and  now  the  high- 
land farmer — and  have  found  through  all  these  years  how 

preachers  come  and  go,  and  but  comparatively  few  stay. 

It  takes  tact  and  great  ability  for  the  preacher  to  im- 
press upon  people  who  are  doing  the  wrong  things  the  beau- 
ties of  the  better  life,  win  their  respect  and  confidence  and 
yet  give  them  to  understand,  unequivocally,  that  he  is  op- 
posed to  wrong-doing,  but  he  will  never  win  them  by  policy; 
he  must  be  a  tactitician  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 

These  "letters"  from  "Dad"  to  the  young  preacher  "Syl- 
vester" emphasize  most  brilliantly  and  in  unhidden  language 
these  great  truths. 

I  can  most  heartily  recommend  these  "letters,"  and  under 
God  may  they  be  a  great  blessing  by  giving  inspiration  for 
real  soul-winning! 

Yours  faithfully, 

W.  W.  VAN  ORSDEL. 


Sagebrush  Philosophy 


CHAPTER  I. 

My  Dear  Sylvester: 

Now  that  you  have  finished  your  high  school  course,  why 
not  take  a  college  course  before  taking  up  the  work  of  a 
theological  seminary?  You  are  young  and  financially  able 
to  do  this.  It  seems  to  me  you  are  leaving  quite  a  blank 
in  your  education  which  in  after  years  you  may  wish  you 
had  filled.  There  is  nothing  like  good  foundation  work;  and 
do  not  harbor  the  thought,  for  one  moment,  that  almost  any- 
thing "goes"  in  the  sagebrush  of  Montana.  Too  many  have 
come  with  that  idea,  only  to  return  later  to  attend  some  good 
school,  having  found  themselves  unable  to  measure  intellec- 
tually with  very  many  Montana  people. 


UAjD 


I  rejoice  that  you  have  concluded  to  fit  yourself  for  the 
ministry.  You  were  born  and  reared  in  a  religious  atmos- 
phere. You  say  your  mother  always  sent  you  to  Sunday 
School.     Did  you  not  make   a  mistake   in  just  one   word? 


your  mother  took  you  in  her  arms  to  Sunday  School?  And 
after  you  were  able  to  toddle  she  did  not  take  you  by  the 
hand  and  lead  you  to  the  Sunday  School  ?  Do  you  really  re- 
member the  first  time  you  were  ever  in  Sunday  School? 
Then,  after  your  young  mind  had  developed,  so  you  knew 
right  from  wrong,  and  Decision  Day  had  come,  was  it  not 
the  influence  of  her  counsels  and  prayers,  as  much  as  any- 
thing else,  which  led  to  your  conversion? 

The  experience  of  your  call  to  the  ministry  has  been 
like  that  of  many  others.  God  does  not  send  a  thunderbolt 
from  heaven  every  time  He  wants  a  watchman  on  the  walls 
of  Zion,  or  a  messenger  to  carry  the  Glad  Tidings,  nor  even 
to  call  men  and  women  to  repentence.  Sam  Jones  used  to 
tell  people  that  ordinary  sinners  could  not  stand  a  "light 
load  of  birdshot,  much  less  a  thunderbolt."  Paul,  in  his 
zeal  for  Judaism,  was  so  nearly  a  maniac  that  a  thunder- 
bolt and  blinding  flash  of  lightning  were  necessary  to  call 
a  halt;  but  when  he  inquired  of  Jesus  what  he  must  do. 
He  ordered  him  on  to  Damascus  where  a  fellow  being,  en- 
dued with  Divine  Power,  opened  his  eyes  and  pointed  out 
his  life's  work.  Your  thoughts,  coupled  with  the  thoughts 
and  words  of  your  associates,  attended  by  the  Holy  Spirit, 
called  you  to  the  work  for  which  you  had  been  preparing 
from  infancy.  You  have  had  some  training,  in  the  offices 
you  have  held  in  the  Sunday  School  and  Ep worth  League,  in 
your  home  church.  You  will  have  a  little  wider  field  in 
these  lines  of  Christian  endeavor  during  your  college  and 
seminary  days;  but  allow  me  to  insist  on  your  coming  to 
Montana  for  postgraduate  work. 

I  notice  you  have  the  same  idea  others  before  you  have 
had,  viz.,  that  Montana  is  made  up  principally  of  Indians 
and  cowboys.    But  "  there  are  others"  and  "then  some." 

First,  let  us  notice  the  Indians.  They  are  interesting 
people,  and  since  the  government  has  placed  them  on  their 
reservations,  feeding  and  clothing  them,  and  putting  their 
children  in  industrial  schools,  they  have  become  peaceful 
and  are  much  more  easily  reached  than  when  they  led  a 
nomadic  life.  But  you  will  have  to  do  some  proselyting, 
which  will  be  no  moral  sin,  if  you  decide  to  work  among 
them.  For  more  than  half  a  century  the  Catholic  mission- 
aries have  been  among  them.  They  can  tell  their  beads  and 
make  their  genuflections  to  perfection,  but  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  their  morals  are  not  of  the  highest  type.  Some 
of  the  chiefs  have  been  heard  to  say,  "We  want  a  religion 
that  will  keep  us  sober  and  make  us  decent."  Draw  your 
own  conclusions,  my  son. 

As  for  the  cowboys,  camp-cooks  and  sheep-herders,  let 
us  study  them  awhile.  The  pictures  of  their  outlawry  have 
been  much  overdrawn.  As  a  class  they  are  a  big-hearted, 
intelligent  set  of  men.  The  free  life  on  the  open  range  has 
a  tendency  to  make  them  somewhat  reckless  at  times,  but 
many  of  these  have  become  ranch-owners  and  are  living 
straight  lives.  Many  are  college  men,  reading  Hebrew, 
Greek  and  Latin  like  professors,  quoting  from  prose  and 
poetic  authors  of  whom  perhaps  you  have  never  heard,  and 


you  will  have  them  at  your  church  services;  when  the 
collection  is  taken,  they  will  be  very  much  in  evidence,  to 
your  material  benefit,  especially  if  you  have  been  able  to 
"roundup,"  "corral,"  "earmark"  and  "brand"  something  to 
their  liking.  They  are  stalwart,  open,  frank,  and  despise 
sham  or  cant  in  anyone.  On  one  occasion  a  cow-puncher, 
who  happened  to  be  the  son  of  a  preacher,  was  riding 
leisurely  along  when  he  was  overtaken  by  a  Methodist 
preacher,  who  was  a  little  more  zealous  than  wise,  and 
who  without  any  preliminary  remarks  roughly  demanded, 
"Say,  my  friend,  have  you  found  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ?" 
Like  a  flash  the  answer  came,  "No,  I  didn't  know  He  was 
lost.  I'm  going  on  the  range  next  week  and  if  you  will  give 
me  His  brand  I'll  try  to  find  Him  for  you." 

I  want  you  to  understand,  my  boy,  that  if  you  finish  your 
schooling  and  come  to  Montana  it  will  not  be  necessary  to 
sound  the  trumpet  and  tell  the  people  where  you  are.  They 
get  your  "measure"  and  your  "number"  at  a  glance. 

See  that  herder  across  the  way?  Get  in  touch  with  him. 
He  and  the  cowboy  are  not  overly  friendly,  but  that  need 
not  trouble  you.  He  is  not  very  busy  just  now.  He  has 
only  from  1,000  to  3,000  sheep  in  the  band,  and  his  two 
trained  dogs  will  care  for  them.  He  is  a  lonesome  man 
and  will  be  glad  to  talk  awhile.  He  has  his  pockets  full 
of  papers  or  books  which  he  reads  if  the  wind  is  not  blowing 
too  hard,  or  he  may  be  learning  a  new  song  which  he  in- 
tends to  sing  at  your  service  tonight. 

You  will  find  Montana  a  m.ost  cosmopolitan  state.  Asia, 
Africa,  Australia,  South  America,  Central  America,  Mexico 
and  Canada  are  represented  here.  Every  nation  in  Europe 
has  furnished  a  sample  of  its  population.  Natives  from 
every  state  in  the  Union  (and  a  few  from  Missouri)  are 
found  here.  If  you  are  ambitious  for  the  foreign  field,  you 
need  not  cross  the  Atlantic  nor  the  Pacific;  it  lies  at  your 
door.  If  you  wish  a  home  mission,  you  have  it  here.  If 
you  wish  to  specialize  among  the  Indians,  we  have  them — 
the  prairie-riding  kind. 

After  you  have  mastered  the  dead  languages  you  will 
make  no  mistake  in  mastering  from  one  to  one  dozen  living 
tongues,  for  you  can  find  use  for  them  here.  Above  all  your 
linguistic  attainments,  you  will  need  more  than  a  speaking 
acquaintance  with  the  English  language  as  it  is  used  in  these 
United  States.  Get  on  familiar  terms  with  it,  so  much  so 
that  you  may  at  any  and  all  times  have  full  command  of  it. 

I  am  throwing  out  these  gentle  hints,  with  the  hope  that 
in  a  few  years  you  will  have  prepared  yourself  and  fully 
decided  to  give  your  life  to  this  frontier  work.  This  picture 
I  have  drawn  is  not  very  enticing,  yet  it  is  only  a  glimpse 
of  the  real  thing.  You  will  have  to  see  for  yourself  to 
understand — and  then  you  won't.  It  is  a  glorious  work, 
well  worth  the  sacrifices  you  may  make.  While  awaiting 
your  coming  we  will  struggle  along  as  best  we  may  with- 
out your  help. 

May  the  blessing  of  heaven  rest  on  you! 

Sincerely,  DAD. 


CHAPTER  II. 

My  Dear  Sylvester: 

You  have  come  to  the  last  year  of  your  theological  course 
and  seem  to  be  up  against  some  tough  problems.    Your  pro- 
fessors are  holding  back.     They,  rightly,  want  you  to  reach 
your  own  conclusions,  to  do  some  independent  thinking.    The 


field  is  large.    You  have  to  study  Biblical,  Exegetical,  Histo- 
rical and  Systematic  Theology,  and,  of  course,  the  authen- 
ticity of  the  Bible  is  the  starting  point.     These  professors 
in  Boston  University,  Drew,  Garrett,  Kimball,  Iliff,  and  all 


others,  are  profound  scholars  and  will  not  teach  you  any- 
thing misleading,  but  will  assist  you  in  understanding  the 
Old  Book.  They  are  critics  of  the  very  best  type.  They 
belong  to  the  very  latest  school  of  thought.  They  are  critics 
and  critics;  constructive  and  destructive;  lower  and  higher. 
I  don't  want  you  to  go  "milling"  with  the  destructive  bunch 
of  "cattle."  They  move  in  a  circle  and  get  nowhere.  The 
good  they  have  accomplished  and  the  objects  gained  you  can 
count  on  the  thumbs  of  your  left  hand.  If  confusion  of  mind 
and  thought  is  a  point,  they  have  gained  that,  but  no  more. 
The  above-named  schools  and  professors  have  sent  us  some 
mighty  good  men  for  sagebrush  work,  and  I  feel  it  in  my 
bones,  you  are  coming,  too. 

The  Bible,  with  its  stories  and  teachings,  so  simple  as 
to  hold  the  attention  of  children  and  the  unlettered,  as  well 
as  the  adult  and  profound  thinker,  has  been,  is  still,  and 
will  be  the  Guidebook  for  poor  humanity.  No  other  authors, 
no  other  books,  no  other  religions  have  so  answered  the 
needs  of  man  as  the  principles  laid  down  in  the  BOOKS 
written  and  compiled  during  the  space  of  1,600  years,  com- 
prising 66  volumes,  by  almost  as  many  authors,  written  in- 
dependently and  without  collaboration.  I  don't  believe  you 
and  I  could  have  done  as  well,  with  all  the  light  we  have 
today. 

Remember,  "the  people  called  Methodists"  have  never  been 
bibliolaters.  Yet  we  believe  the  Bible  as  a  whole  is  an  in- 
spired book,  not  verbally  so,  each  and  every  writer  having 
used  his  own  vocabulary  and  style  of  rhetoric,  writing  as 
he  saw  from  his  angle  of  vision,  yet  all  having  but  one  ob- 
ject— the  teaching  of  the  world  to  know  God  and  live  accord- 
ingly. Nor  do  we  Methodists  believe  the  day  of  inspiration 
is  past.  Every  helpful  word  of  truth  we  may  speak  or  write 
is  inspired  by  what?  God's  Holy  Spirit  brooding  over  us. 
Every  discovery  made  by  man  is  only  God  revealing  himself 
to  man. 

Among  the  cosmopolitan  and  conglomerate  mass  of  hu- 
man beings  to  be  found  in  Montana,  you  will  meet  with  a 
lot  of  two-by-four,  small-fry  skeptics,  who  have  seen  in 
some  newspaper  or  magazine  article  that  it  is  extremely 
doubtful  if  Moses  wrote  the  Pentateuch;  if  Isaiah  wrote  his 
prophecy  alone;  if  Jonah  swallowed  a  whale;  if  John  wrote 
the  Fourth  Gospel;  if  Paul  wrote  that  fine  letter  to  the 
Hebrews;  that  John  on  the  Isle  of  Patmos,  threw  a  fit  and 
went  into  a  cataleptic  state,  became  a  "he"  medium,  was 
both  clairvoyant  and  clairaudient,  and  when  he  came  to, 
wrote  the  Revelations.  Well,  if  that  is  true  of  John,  he 
"shore"  has  one  on  the  present-day  spiritualists.  No  medium 
has  ever  given  us  such  a  picture  of  the  unseen  world  as  has 
John.  Much  as  I  love  the  sagebrush  and  greasewood  and 
cacti  of  Montana,  the  reading  of  John's  Revelations  makes 
me  almost  anxious  to  cross  the  "divide." 

What  does  it  matter  if  Moses  or  someone  else  compiles 
and  condenses  the  six  creative  days  of  this  earth — ^which  took 
millions  of  years,  perhaps,  to  accomplish — into  the  first  two 
chapters  of  Genesis!  Geological  investigation  has  been  un- 
able to  shake  the  order  so  you  could  notice  it. 
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What  if  two  or  more  writers  in  the  Bible  differ  in  the 
wording  of  a  narrative  or  a  doctrine,  they  all  tell  the  truth 
as  they  see  it!  A  band  of  cayuses  passes  between  us.  You, 
from  your  side  of  the  road,  declare  they  are  all  mavericks. 
I,  from  my  side,  say  they  are  all  branded  with  a  flying  "U" 
or  a  lazy  "Y."  We  are  both  right  from  our  view  point. 
You  are  slightly  in  error  because  you  have  not  seen  my 
side  of  the  "critter."  We  have  a  vision  of  the  same  objects, 
but  from  different  sides. 

Why  spend  time  in  mystifying  the  story  of  Jonah!  If 
Jonah  had  swallowed  the  whale  he  would  have  been  too 
"full"  to  reach  Ninevah  for  several  days,  and  as  the  story 
tells  the  reverse,  Jonah  was  "all  in"  for  several  days.  But 
why  cavil  about  the  story?  The  fact  is,  God  held  a  confer- 
ence with  Jonah  and  sent  him  to  do  missionary  work  in 
Ninevah.  Jonah  didn't  like  it  a  little  bit.  The  place  was 
a  little  "woolly";  the  town  was  full  of  half -naked  kiddies 
who  were  not  old  enough  to  know  their  right  hands  from 
their  left;  the  parents  were  uncultured,  wore  unkempt  hair, 
coarse  clothing,  and  ate  coarser  food;  while  Jonah  Harrison- 
fishered  his  hair,  Horacefletcherized  his  delicate  food;  his 
trousers  were  the  latest  Jerusalem  pattern,  and  he  wore  low- 
necked  shoes.  The  wolves  and  coyotes  howled  on  the  range 
around  Ninevah;  there  were  some  bob-cats  in  the  brush  along 
the  creek  and  some  fierce  mountain  lions  in  the  timber  back 
of  town.  Jonah  was  plumb  "buffalowed,"  that's  all.  He  would 
have  taken  Jerusalem  or  Damascus  or  even  far-away  Baby- 
lon, but  none  of  Nineveh  for  "his'n." 

The  LESSON  is  THE  thing  to  get  out  of  this  story.  God 
plans  a  Nineveh  for  every  preacher.  If  the  preacher  rebels, 
"Sumthin's  goin'ter  swoller  him!  Savy?"  You  can't  dis- 
obey God's  commands  and  "get  away  with  it." 

Don't  lose  any  sleep  about  there  being  one,  two  or  a 
dozen  Isaiahs;  or  whether  the  subject-matter  covers  the 
life  of  one  man  or  a  thousand  years.  Christ  censured  just 
such  people  as  you  seem  just  now  trying  to  be.  He  ac- 
cused them  of  straining  at  gnats  and  swallowing  camels.  I 
catch,  at  times,  a  vein  of  humor  running  through  Christ's 
humanity,  though  his  mission  was  serious.  The  book  of 
Isaiah,  omitting  its  authorship,  contains  some  of  the  most 
sublime  and  inspiring  things  found  in  the  Bible.  Food  for 
the  higher  and  lower  constructive  critic,  but  gall  and  worm- 
wood for  the  destructive  critic,  so  he  manufactures  two 
Isaiahs,  mounts  his  "pinto"  and  throws  all  kinds  of  dust  in 
your  face  as  he  "single-foots"  it  around  you. 

Volumes,  offensive  and  defensive,  have  been  written  on 
these  problems  of  yours.  I  want  you  to  have  the  good,  hard 
sense  to  get  rid  of  these  doubts  before  coming  to  Montana. 
Bury  them;  forget  them.  If  you  should  come  here  and  begin 
to  peddle  out  such  stuff,  I  see  your  "finish";  you  will  not 
last  a  year  and  you  will  be  given  a  seventeen-dollar  ecclesi- 
astical funeral.  I  will  sing  a  dirge  over  you  and  drop  a 
tear — couldn't  afford  more  than  one,  my  disappointment  would 
be  so  great  the  tear  ducts  would  dry  up. 

Nuff  sed,  DAD. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

My  Dear  Sylvester: 

Now,  that  you  are  putting  on  the  finishing  touches  for 
your  career  as  a  sky  pilot,  the  question  with  you  is,  "Which 
shall  it  be,  a  home  mission  or  a  foreign  mission  field?"  If 
you  will  listen  to  Dad  a  minute  you  can  settle  your  mental 
controversy  "instanter." 


^.-^^         -.^ 


I  suppose  there  are  many 
"dogies"  picketed  out  wait- 
ing for  a  bale  of  hay  or  a 
peck  of  oats,  in  the  older  con- 
ferences of  the  Church. 


I  want  you  to  hide  your 
paraphernalia  in  that  big 
traveling  trunk  of  yours. 


The  command,  "Go  ye  into  all  the  world  and  preach  my 
Gospel  to  every  creature,"  is  far-reaching  and  near-reaching 
in  its  sublimity.  Some  people  who  have  heard  cannot  go, 
so  they  comply  with  the  command  and  send.  The  world  dif- 
fers in  size  and  make-up  with  different  people.  Wherever 
the  Gospel  has  been  preached  and  Christ  accepted  by  the 
hearers,  they  have  been  elevated.  I  need  but  cite  two  in- 
stances— England  and  America — civilized,  Christianized,  go- 
ing out  hand  in  hand,  policing  the  world  and  spreading  the 
Glad  Tidings;  and  the  result  is,  no  more  hermit  nations 
remaining;  nations  asleep  for  centuries  are  awakening  and 
wondering  what  is  happening.  We,  ourselves,  are  amazed 
at  the  progress  made  on  all  lines  of  endeavor  during  the 
past  century.  The  cause  is  not  hard  to  find.  The  Bible 
printed  in  more  than  800  different  languages  and  the  Gospel 
preached  as  widely,  these  followed  by  a  Christian  civiliza- 
tion and  the  workers,  mainly,  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race,  I 
don't  wonder  at  your  catching  the  spirit  and  wishing  to  have 
a  part  in  this  foreign  conquest.  To  equip  and  carry  on 
the  work  in  foreign  lands  takes  both  time  and  money.  Those 
blessed  with  means  have  been  a  little  slow  to  "ante,"  and 
many  intelligent  heathens,  impatient  to  know  the  truth,  or 
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from  other  causes,  have  come  to  us.  I  intimated  in  my 
first  letter  that  almost  the  entire  world  is  represented  in 
the  Northwest,  and  Montana  has  her  quota.  Then  why  not 
compromise  with  your  double  self  and  take  a  home-foreign 
mission  field  by  coming  to  Montana  on  a  week's  notice? 
There  is  a  place  waiting  for  you.  Does  Africa  appeal  to 
you,  or  Japan,  or  Korea,  or  China,  or  the  Philippines,  or 
India,  or  Syria  or  the  whole  of  Europe?  We  can  accommo- 
date you. 

To  obtain  your  literary  degrees,  you  have  mastered  the 
dead  languages.  If  you  have  the  Hebrew  and  Sanskrit,  you 
have  the  foundation  for  the  Asiatic  and  North  African  lan- 
guages. If  you  have  the  ancient  Greek,  you  will  have  but 
little  trouble  with  modern  Greek.  The  Latin  will  furnish 
you  with  the  first  stone  in  the  step  to  the  Italian,  Spanish 
and  French  tongues.  English,  as  she  is  spoken  by  George  V 
and  Woodrow  Wilson  will  help  you  with  the  Germanic  lingos. 

You  speak  of  the  crowded  condition  of  the  home  field. 
There  are  youns:  men  and  women  waiting  to  be  sent  to  the 
foreign  work.  God  bless  them!  But  the  means  are  slow 
in  coming.  I  suppose  there  are  many  "dogies"  picketed  out 
waiting  for  a  bale  of  hay  or  a  peck  of  oats,  in  the  older 
conferences  of  the  church.  You  have  but  to  read  in  any 
of  our  church  organs  the  Macedonian  appeals  for  help  in 
the  sagebrush,  and  cow  towns,  and  mining  camps  of  the 
great  West,  where  the  time  and  costs  of  "getting  there" 
are  mere  bagatelles  and  where  glory  awaits  the  man  with 
nerve  and  backbone. 

I  admit  there  has  been  lack  of  wisdom  often  shown  in 
the  planting  of  churches.  Here  in  Montana  you  will  find 
every  shade  of  religious  belief  as  well  as  of  nationality.  So, 
in  order  to  give  no  offense  you  must  give  them  the  plain, 
straight  Gospel  as  we  understand  it.  "Cut  out"  non-essen- 
tials and  hair-splitting  nonsense  and  offer  the  people  a 
church-home  for  the  time  being.  Our  mission  seems  to  be 
to  go  into  the  highways,  byways  and  hedges  and  invite  them 
in,  but  rest  assured,  just  as  soon  as  you  awaken  an  in- 
terest others  will  remember  they  have  some  "lost  sheep" 
on  your  "range"  and  will  hasten  to  the  spot  before  you 
"blotch"  their  brand.  This  is  one  of  the  sacrifices  you  must 
expect  to  make,  and  it  will  take  the  best  brand  of  religion 
you   can  "rustle"  to  make  it  in   a   Christ-like  spirit. 

You  wonder  if  you  will  be  called  upon  to  make  the  proper 
sacrifices  if  you  come  to  Montana.  "I  should  worry!"  Listen, 
sonny!  You  can't  help  but  love  our  young  people.  They 
are  full  of  life  and  energy.  The  pure  air,  fresh  water,  whole- 
some food,  rigid  climate  make  them  such;  consequently,  to 
work  off  the  surplus  energy,  they  want  to  indulge  much 
and  often  in  the  sagebrush  glide,  greasewood  slide  and 
the  badger-trot.  They  will  want  to  "bridge"  and  "bid"  and 
"auction"  at  whist  and  euchre,  and  some  churches  will  allow 
this  while  you  cannot  conscientiously  do  so.  Some  of  these 
you  have  labored  so  hard  to  interest  you  will  have  to  give  up. 

You  will  find  Old  Country  people  and  some  natives  who 
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have  been  taught  to  believe  in  sacramental  salvation  rather 
than  sacrificial  salvation,  whose  few  ministers  here  will  no- 
tify their  flock  that  if  their  young  people  are  to  be  married 
by  the  church,  their  dead  buried  from  the  church  and  their 
children  baptized  in  the  church,  they  must  dig  up  from  $5 
to  $15  as  fees  for  such  services.  The  dead  may  rot,  the 
young  people  may  lose  their  chastity  and  unbaptized  infants 
may  go  to  hell  for  all  the  spiritual(?)  advisor  cares,  if  the 
money  is  not  forthcoming.  Your  heart  aches  at  such  heart- 
lessness  in  America  this  twentieth  century.  Your  glory 
and  compensation  come  in  performing  these  rites  without 
thought  of  pay,  and  gently  teaching  these  benighted  people 
their  children  are  saved  under  the  atonement  and  have  a 
right  to  Christian  baptism. 

You  may  spend  your  last  dollar  for  a  livery  rig  or  a 
railway  ticket  to  meet  an  appointment,  and  take  the  risk  of 
a  collection  or  a  chance  wedding  fee,  to  get  back  home  and 
furnish  something  for  the  family  to  live  on  the  coming  week. 

You  may  make  an  appointment  at  an  isolated  school- 
house,  travel  forty  miles  by  rail,  horseback  and  bobsled  to 
find  nobody  present  because  an  undersized,  infidel  postmaster 
has  failed  to  post  your  notice. 

You  may  be  asked  by  wire  or  S.  0.  S.  to  attend  a  fun- 
eral 25  miles  away,  and  hold  the  services  in  the  waiting- 
room  of  a  small  depot,  and  after  the  burial,  without  thanks 
even,  be  allowed  to  pay  your  hotel  bill  while  waiting  for 
the  next  train. 

A  sick  person,  of  slight  acquaintance,  may  come  to  town 
and  find  it  more  convenient  to  impose  on  the  preacher  and 
his  good  wife  rather  than  go  to  the  hospital  or  hotel.  You 
can  stand  it,  but  it  will  be  hard  on  Mary  Jane. 

I  might  multiply  instances  of  sacrifice  indefinitely.  Don't 
hunt  for  them.  Pray  rather  to  be  delivered  from  them. 
Crucifixions  and  martyrdoms  (save  the  killing)  will  come 
your  way  "plenty." 

Look  at  the  bright  side  of  the  question.  You  will  see 
souls  saved;  vice  go  into  hiding;  parsonages  and  churches 
built;  people  in  all  walks  of  life  honoring  you;  children 
growing  up  to  call  you  blessed;  God's  approval  resting  on 
your  work.  You  will  thank  Him,  every  time  you  think  of 
it,  for  helping  you  to  decide  for  Montana. 
In  all  sincerity  believe, 

DAD. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

My  Dear  Sylvester: 

I  see  after  these  years  of  study  and  preparation  you  have 
reached  Montana,  and  you  appear  to  be  "up  against  it"  good 
and  plenty.  You  will  remember,  I  could  only  hint  at  a 
few  things  in  a  letter  years  ago.  I  said  you  must  be  on 
the  ground  to  know  and  appreciate  the  conditions.    Now  that 
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you  are  here  I  hope  to  be  of  some  help  to  my  Tenderfoot. 
And,  first,  let  me  entreat  of  you  that  while  you  may  meet 
with  apparent  defeat  and  discouragements  as  plentiful  as 
the  frogs  of  Egypt,  I  don't  want  you  to  be  a  quitter.  Mon- 
tanans  finally  take  to  loving  the  man  who  does  not  know 
when  he  is  "licked"  and  has  no  such  word  as  "fail"  in  his 
vocabulary.  The  biggest  objection  I  ever  had  to  "Dan  Mat- 
thews" was  that  he  quit.  Quit  preaching  and  went  to  min- 
ing right  on  the  heels  of  a  splendid  victory.  Of  course, 
under  the  circumstances,  there  was  not  much  else  for  Dan 
to  do  but  quit.  Had  he  been  a  Methodist  preacher  he  would 
have  been  given  a  fair  trial  in  his  activities,  but  he  was 
not — ^which  was  his  misfortune.  Yet,  some  Methodist  preach- 
ers have  early  formed  the  habit — well,  I  might  say,  the 
"one-year"  habit.  They  take  a  charge,  everything  does  not 
go  at  their  "nod  and  beck,"  next  year  a  change,  same  story 
another  year;  finally,  nothing  in  the  conference  suitable  to 
their  capacity  and  a  transfer  is  in  order,  and  so  on  "ad 
infinitum."  (Whatever  that  means.) 

Not  long  since,  a  district  superintendent  in  a  neighboring 
state  said,  when  speaking  of  the  "Order  of  Caleb,"  "That 
would  be  an  impossibility  in  our  conference.  We  have  no 
twenty-year  men."  You  will  understand,  my  precious  Ten- 
derfoot, that  according  to  the  edict  gone  forth  from  the 
Bishop,  that  a  preacher  who  has  had  the  grace  and  grit  and 
gumption  to  stay  with  the  preaching  business  in  Montana 
for  twenty  years  is  entitled  to  membership  in  the  "Order  of 
Caleb."  Men  who  have  had  the  vision  of  a  beautiful  state 
and  have  had  the  faith,  the  nerve,  and  the  staying  qualities 
to  enter  the  lists  in  the  belief  that  Montana  could  be  taken 
for  Christ. 

Work  began  here  fifty  years  ago  under  the  management 
of  the  General  Missionary  Society,  somewhat  desultory  as 
a  matter  of  course.  Forty  years  ago  more  direct  work  be- 
gan, and  three  of  those  "forty-years-ago"  men  are  with  us 
today.  Several  are  "thirty-year"  men;  in  all,  about  ten 
men  who  have  labored  twenty  or  more  years  to  grub  out 
the  unproductive  sagebrush  of  wrong  living,  to  break  up 
the  virgin  soil  of  iniquity,  to  pulverize  and  prepare  the 
ground  for  planting  the  seeds  of  righteousness.  These  men 
are  rejoicing  today  in  seeing  their  labors  partly  rewarded. 
But  they  had  to  exercise  patience.  The  work  was  not  ac- 
complished in  one  day,  nor  has  it  been  completed.  That 
is  why  I  made  an  effort  to  get  you  here.  And  now  that 
we  have  you,  I  don't  want  to  "rope"  and  "hog-tie"  you  to 
make  you  stay,  but  I  would  wear  this  old  pencil  to  the  rub- 
ber trying  to  persuade  you  to  stay  of  your  own  free  will. 

Montana  is  fitly  named  the  Treasure  State.  One  of  our 
old-timers,  with  a  head  full  of  figures,  has  calculated  that 
there  is  a  lot  50x140  feet  in  Montana  for  each  man,  woman 
and  child  on  the  globe  today.  Our  mountains  are  sewn  to- 
gether with  threads  of  gold,  silver,  copper,  platinum,  lead, 
zinc,  iron,  aluminum  (and  lots  of  brass  on  the  surface). 
Great  beds  of  coal  ranging  from  lignite  to  graphite,  water- 
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power  sufficient  to  turn  the  wheels  of  the  industrial  world, 
and  water  enough  to  irrigate  a  Sahara;  undrilled  wells  of 
oil  and  an  abundance  of  gas  (above  ground);  native  grasses 
sufficient  to  sustain  millions  of  cattle,  sheep  and  horses,  with 
a  soil  of  inexhaustible  fertility  when  properly  handled  and 
irrigated.  But  the  treasures  you  are  to  seek  are  men  and 
women — precious  souls  for  whom  Christ  died.  They,  too, 
are  here. 

You  have  come  among  us  fresh  from  the  schools  of  the 
Prophets,  fresh  from  the  culture  of  the  effete  East,  and 
wonder  at  the  apparent  crudeness  of  things  here.  Stop  and 
consider  a  moment,  my  dear  Pilgrim.  Go  and  dig  up  your 
eighth  grade  books;  find  your  United  States  history;  note 
the  landing  of  the  Pilgrims,  and  you  will  see  it  has  taken 
your  Bosting  about  300  years  to  reach  its  present  culchah. 
Don't  expect  too  much  of  us  in  just  a  half  century,  and  don't 
criticise  these  old  pioneer  preachers  too  harshly  for  not 
having  everybody  converted  and  right  in  line. 

Something  troubles  you.  I  can't  get  at  it  exactly,  but 
I  am  going  to  dig  around  till  I  get  at  the  root  of  the  matter. 
I  hope  you  have  not  complained  to  others  of  your  difficulties, 
but  that  you  have  come  directly  to  Dad;  not  because  I'm 
smarter  than  other  people,  but  because  I  am  laid  on  the 
shelf  and  have  more  spare  time  to  talk  with  you.  Those 
still  in  the  field  are  too  busy,  and  then,  when  you  are  blue, 
I  don't  want  the  other  kid  preachers  to  come  in  touch  with 
you.  Despondency  is  somewhat  infectious  and  they  might 
"ketch  sumthin." 

You  complain  of  liberalism,  godlessness,  and  indifference 
to  your  accomplishments.  Bend  low  till  I  can  ask  you  a  few 
questions,  so  the  world  may  not  hear  them.  Did  you  not 
bring  with  you  your  pharisaical  robe  with  its  enlarged  bor- 
ders? Are  not  your  phylacteries  unusually  broad?  Do  not 
your  literary  degrees  fairly  jingle  at  every  step  you  take? 
Do  you  not  by  these  accouterments  invite  the  people  to  sit 
up  and  notice  you?  To  use  our  homely  expressions,  are 
you  not  just  a  little  bit  "stuck"  on  Sylvester  Pilgrim  Tender- 
foot, A.M.,  Ph.D.,  S.T.D.  ? 

Dr.  Renter,  in  his  little  book,  "The  Supernatural  Christ," 
says:  "Let  it  be  borne  in  mind  that  what  a  man  does  not 
say  and  do  reveals  character  quite  as  much  as  the  things 
he  says  and  the  deeds  he  performs."  I  said  in  the  begin- 
ning, in  substance,  I  wanted  you  to  take  a  full  college  course, 
scientific  and  all  that,  get  a  B.D.,  a  Ph.D.,  and  as  many 
frills,  appendages  and  ornaments  as  you  could  possibly  earn 
for  what  they  represent.  I  told  you  that  you  would  conie 
in  touch  with  as  fine  scholars  as  our  colleges  turn  out.  This 
class  will  naturally  be  somewhat  broad-minded,  or  liberal, 
as  you  term  it.  I  did  not  mention  that  you  would  also  conie 
in  contact  with  the  ignorant,  people  with  heads  of  solid 
bone  and  the  size  of  the  bead  on  a  lady's  hat-pin,  whose 
ignorance  is  so  colossal  it  would  bring  a  blush  to  the  face 
of  Balaam's  favorite  riding  nag,  were  he  still  living.  I  want 
you  to  hide  your  paraphernalia  in  that  big  traveling  trunk 
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of  yours.  Take  the  first  class,  above  mentioned,  by  surprise, 
guile  or  strategj^  be  to  the  other  class  "all  things  to  all 
men,"  being  careful  to  not  contract  noticeable  asinine  pro- 
clivities. 

Your  preconceived  opinions  and  plans  (and  you  have  'em 
bad)  may  have  to  be  considerably  modified.  Don't  think  you 
are  traveling  a  hitherto  undiscovered  road.  We  have  all 
been  on  the  same  trail,  and  many  have  camped  there  year 
after  year,  speaking,  singing,  praying  and  teaching,  as  op- 
portunity offered,  but  while  doing  these  things,  carefully 
observing,  learning,  exercising  tact,  getting  our  bearings, 
giving  from  our  storehouse,  but  consciously  and  uncon- 
sciously receiving  more  than  we   gave. 

There  is  more  I  want  to  say  right  on  these  lines,  but  it 
is  time  you  were  at  work  on  next  Sunday's  sermons. 

DAD. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Dear  Sylvester: 

I  hope  you  had  a  good  day  yesterday  in  your  pulpit  work. 
But  if  you  went  into  your  pulpit  with  an  armful  of  green 
Cottonwood  stove  sticks  and  pocketful  of  rocks  the  size 
of  cackleberries,  you  did  not  have  a  good  time.  Some  preach- 
ers, new  and  old,  mistake  the  interpretation  of  Christ's  words 
to  Peter,  "Feed  my  sheep,  tend  my  lambs,"  and  think  that 
beating  and  pelting  means  feeding  and  tending;  that  preach- 
ing the  Gospel  means  constant  nagging  from  the  pulpit  when 
people  can't  talk  back.  Not  much  wonder  the  people  are 
indifferent,  and  not  much  wonder  you  and  they  will  want  a 
change  at  the  next  conference,  if  you  have  adopted  this  style 
of  tactics. 

But  I  don't  believe  you  have.  If  I  read  correctly  be- 
tween lines,  it's  your  degrees  and  your  dignity  that's  being 
injured.  Let  me  get  this  thought  thoroughly  spiked  down  in 
your  mind.  The  people  of  Montana  don't  care  a  rap  whether 
you  hail  from  Boston  or  Missouri;  whether  you  have  the 
whole  alphabet  tacked  to  your  name  or  just  a  plain  Reveiend 
or  Parson  in  front,  so  you  are  a  man  and  can  move  among 
them  and  be  one  of  them,  not  one-of-the-boys  exactly,  but 
a  general,  good  "mixer"  with  a  limit. 

Now  there  are  degrees  and  pedigrees.  Both  are  good 
things  to  have  around.  A  good  ancestry  is  a  splendid  pos- 
session. Dad  is  old-fashioned  enough  to  believe  that  his 
ancestry  might  be  traced  back  to  Noah  and  Adam,  but  when 
he  goes  back  on  his  father's  side  to  the  Highland  Clans  of 
Scotland,  and  on  his  mother's  side  to  the  German  Barbarians, 
he  finds  nothing  much  to  be  proud  of  and  is  willing  to  stop 
research  several  hundred  miles  west  of  the  Middle  Ages. 

I  saw  a  poem  not  long  since  in  which  an  humble  young 
preacher  took  charge  of  his  first  congregation.  The  first 
week  a  modest  announcement  was  made  in  the  papers  that 
J.  B.  Blank,  the  new  pastor,  would  preach  morning  and  even- 
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ing  the  following  Sunday.  The  hours  came  and  went.  The 
church  was  well  filled.  The  young  preacher  had  much  liberty 
and  the  people  were  pleased.  The  next  week  the  papers  an- 
nounced that  the  Reverend  J.  B.  Blank  would  hold  services 
again.  Again  liberty  and  pleasure.  The  next  week  an  alpha- 
betical appendage  followed  the  Reverend's  name;  the  fol- 
lowing week  there  was  another  degree  added,  and  so  on  until 
there  was  nothing  much  in  the  announcements  but  the  pas- 
tor's name  and  titles. 


You  had  a  time  unhooking  the  traces  and  unbuckling  the  lines. 


This  did  not  occur  exactly  in  Montana,  but  our  soil  is 
really  prolific  in  propagating  prefixes  and  affixes.  A  tracer 
was  once  sent  back  inquiring  after  the  record  of  a  man  who 
had  developed  two  degrees  inside  of  one  year,  and  it  was 
found  that  he  had  been  educated  at  the  eighth  grade,  rural 
school  of  Slate  Hill,  Hooppole  Township,  Ragged  County, 
Pennsyltucky. 

Your  dignity  is  wounded,  is  it?  Did  you  bring  your  silk 
hat  with  you?  I  mean  the  one  you  wore  on  graduation  day 
or  your  wedding  day.  If  you  did,  I'm  sorry.  It's  too  windy 
for  tiles  in  this  country.  A  plain,  hard-boiled  lid  has  in  it 
all  the  dignity  you  need  here,  so  far  as  headgear  is  con- 
cerned. 

This  idea  of  dignity  perhaps  did  not  originate  in  your 
own  top  story.  It  may  have  been  incubated  in  the  brain  of 
some  Eastern  high-brow,  who  had  never  been  more  than  200 
miles  from  home.  True,  we  may  see  and  learn  a  great  deal 
within  a  radius  of  200  miles,  but  get  outside  that  charmed 
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circle  and  we  find  ourselves  in  another  world.  Now,  what  to 
do  and  say  to  maintain  our  ideals  and  still  win  and  hold  the 
people  is  the  puzzling  problem. 

Many  years  ago  a  Bishop,  who  had  never  visited  the 
Northwest,  came  to  hold  the  annual  conferences  of  this  great 
empire.  He  came,  as  we  all  have  come,  with  preconceived 
ideas.  He  had  pictured  in  his  mind  the  cowboy-miner-sage- 
brush preachers  as  a  somewhat  rough  and  tough  bunch,  and 
anticipated  trouble.  He  was  a  thoroughly  honest  man  and 
genuinely  frank  in  his  speech.  He  was  surprised  to  find  the 
class  of  men  he  did,  and  handed  them  a  few  verbal  bouquets. 
However,  he  felt  there  was  something  lacking.  So,  after  the 
conferences  were  adjourned,  he  gave  out  a  general  invitation 
to  the  members  of  the  Northwest  conferences  to  convene  in 
a  centrally  located  city  and  attend  a  two-weeks'  ministerial 
institute,  at  a  certain  date.  A  program  of  topics  was  made 
out,  covering  as  much  territory  of  ministerial  ethics  and  de- 
portment as  possible,  the  Bishop  being  chief  instructor,  but 
all  questions  and  topics  open  for  general  discussion. 

At  one  particular  session  the  Bishop  had  for  his  ''opic, 
"The  Dignity  of  the  Profession,"  or  something  of  that  nature. 
At  one  point  he  gave  a  cut-and-dried  formula  of  how  a 
preacher  should  act,  even  if  he  preached  in  a  log  school- 
house  out  in  the  sage  brush.  "Come  in  at  the  appointed  hour 
for  services,  speak  to  nobody,  shake  hands  with  no  one,  walk 
quietly  to  the  stand,  kneel  down  and  say  your  prayers,  an- 
nounce your  opening  hymn  and  proceed  with  the  service  with 
the  same  dignified  solemnity  you  would  exercise  in  a  $50,000 
church.    After  services,  be  sociable,  shake  hands,  talk.*' 

A  voice:  "Bishop!  Suppose  that  preacher  had  to  drive  ten 
miles  through  snow  and  cold,  build  his  own  fire,  light  the 
lamps,  sweep  the  floor  and  make  things  comfortable  before 
the  services,  or  even  before  the  people  assembled." 

Bishop:  "I  would  lose  my  respect  for  the  Methodist 
preacher  who  would  stoop  to  such  acts." 

The  audience  wilted.  The  Bishop  saw  he  had  made  a  mis- 
take. He  said:  "I  see,  I  have  touched  a  tender  spot.  Will 
all  who  have  done  these  things  please  stand  to  your  feet  a 
minute?"  Instantly  some  200  men,  or  practically  all  in  the 
room  were  on  their  feet,  with  heads  erect,  proud  to  give  such 
testimony. 

I  have  told  you  this,  my  boy,  with  tears  in  my  eyes  and  a 
tender  heart.  This  is  the  kind  of  dignity  that  goes  in  Mon- 
tana. This  is  the  brand  of  dignity  that  lays  the  foundations 
on  which  structures  are  built  whereby  fine-haired,  silk- 
socked,  purchased,  dignified  D.D's  and  LL.D's  can't  throw 
their  banners  to  the  gentle  sagebrush  zephyrs. 

If  your  D.D's,  etc.,  so  press  on  your  brain  that  you  can- 
not make  trips  by  rail  or  otherwise,  to  unoccupied  points, 
where  no  one  invites  you  to  eat  or  sleep;  where,  if  you  have 
not  the  price  for  hotel  accommodations,  you  will  have  to 
lunch  in  the  brush  on  cheese  and  crackers,  and  sit  up  in  the 
station  to  catch  a  midnight  or  early  morning  train  to  take 
you  home  to  a  comfortable  bed  and  a  square  meal;  if  you 
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are  too  dignified  to  don  overalls  and  jumper,  and  be  ready 
to  grab  an  axe,  a  saw  or  hammer,  a  hod  or  paint  brush  to 
build  or  help  build  the  first  parsonage  or  church  in  a  village; 
if  you  are  not  willing  to  take  a  few  snubs  and  insults  from 
ignorant  and  thoughtless  people,  in  order  that  the  Master's 
cause  may  be  planted  in  that  particular  spot,  better  roll  your 
blankets  and  hike  for  more  congenial  regions. 

DAD. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Dear  Sylvester: 

That  last  problem  of  yours  was  a  "peach."  I  gave  an 
audible  smile,  yes,  two  or  three  of  them.  An  antidote  for 
indigestion.    The  taste  still  lingers. 

I  told  you,  you  would  have  to  come  to  Montana  for  your 
postgraduate  course,  and  part  of  that  course  is  '*broncho 
busting."  You  have  had  but  a  few  lessons  and  they  will  not 
be  complete  without  my  lectures.  I  have  great  hopes  of  you. 
I  am  still  pinning  my  confidences  to  you.  Your  so-called 
dignity  stands  in  the  way  of  rapid  advancement.  But  every 
puncture  and  punch  it  gets,  so  much  the  better  for  you,  and 
the  sooner  there  is  a  collapse,  the  sooner  you  will  be  a  man 
among  men.  I  am  glad  it  has  received  another  black  eye. 
Excuse  me,  I  can't  refrain  from  taking  another  sndle. 

You  rather  expected  all  the  ranchers  along  your  25  mile 
drive  to  the  mountains  to  take  a  day  off  and  meet  you  with 
a  procession  and  brass  band,  when  they  knew  you  would  be 
coming  along  the  highway;  that  they  would  each  .nsist  on 
your  stopping  for  lunch  and  having  your  team  watered,  fed 
and  rested.  You  had  such  a  high  opinion  of  yourself,  you 
thought  they  would  carry  you  around  on  a  shingle,  seat  you 
in  a  Morris  chair  in  the  front  parlor,  delegate  the  sweetest 
girl  about  the  house  to  entertain  you,  while  they  took  care 
of  your  team  and  while  lunch  was  preparing.  Well,  I  guess 
not!  Such  attention  would  spoil  the  most  promising  pilgrim 
that  ever  struck  a  Montana  trail. 

Because  the  first  man  you  condescended  to  speak  with 
after  you  began  to  feel  the  demands  of  appetite,  along  toward 
noon,  invited  you  to  "hop"  out  and  unhitch;  told  you  where 
the  barn,  the  hay,  the  oats  bin  were,  and  help  yourself;  that 
grub  would  be  ready  in  a  few  minutes,  you  felt  your  righteous 
indignation  rise  and  the  bristles  on  your  neck  resembled  the 
back  of  a  porcupine.  You  excused  yourself  as  politely  as 
your  wounded  dignity  would  allow  and  drove  to^  the  next 
ranch,  about  five  miles  distant,  to  meet  with  a  similar  ex- 
perience, only  you  were  told  lunch  was  over  and  that  after 
you  had  tended  to  your  horse,  you  would  be  welcome  to  have 
a  cold  check  with  the  landlady,  as  the  landlord  and  the  boys 
had  some  calves  to  brand  and  were  very  busy.  As  hunger 
somewhat  dulled  your  pride  and  whetted  your  appetite,  you 
accepted.  You  had  a  time  unhooking  the  traces  and  unbuck- 
ling the  lines.     (You  know,  your  wife  helped  you  hook  up  in 
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the  morning  before  you  started.)  You  finally  had  your  horse 
attended  to,  in  a  way,  then  fed  yourself.  That  "left-over" 
lunch  didn't  taste  so  "worse,"  did  it,  when  you  were  real 
hungry  ? 

Well,  you  had  delayed  the  after-dinner  work  by  your 
tardy  coming  and  the  women  folks  had  to  give  their  attention 
to  "doing"  the  dishes  and  preparing  to  feed  a  lot  of  hungry 
men  in  the  evening,  so,  they  had  no  time  to  fool  away  enter- 
taining you.  You  felt  lonesome  somewhat  and  wisely  con- 
cluded to  continue  your  journey.  But  a  big  difficulty  loomed 
up  in  front  of  you.  That  cayuse  had  had  a  rest  and  a  pretty 
good  feed,  considering  who  fed  him,  and  as  he  had  not  been 
handled  very  much,  he  still  belonged  to  the  broncho  class. 
You  will  understand  that  in  Montana,  a  broncho  means  an 
unbroken  horse,  regardless  of  sex,  color,  or  breed.  You 
finally  got  his  bridle  on,  got  him  out  of  the  stable  and  began 
the  stunt  of  hitching  up.  The  boys  had  noticed  when  you 
unhitched  that  you  were  a  tenderfoot,  though  you  bravely 
tried  to  conceal  the  fact,  which  was  a  mistake  on  your  part. 
If  you  want  to  raise  Charles  Dickens  (denaturized,  of  course) 
on  a  ranch,  just  let  a  pilgrim  undertake  to  harness  and  drive, 
or  saddle  and  ride  a  "bronc."  The  boys  suddenly  got  tired 
branding  and  crawled  on  the  corral  fence  to  rest,  but  some- 
how with  their  backs  to  the  cattle  and  facing  you.  They 
guyed  you  to  their  hearts'  content.  Flushed  and  angry  and 
not  feeling  overburdened  with  piety,  you  finally  got  started, 
but  with  very  little  gratitude  in  your  heart  for  your  "kind'* 
treatment. 

If  you  had  said  when  you  first  drove  up  and  got  your 
invitation  to  "hop":  "Boys,  I'm  just  from  the  East,  I  don't 
know  anything.  If  you  will  just  stand  by  and  tell  me  a  few 
things,  I'll  unhitch  and  hitch  all  by  my  'lonesome.'  I  want  to 
learn.  I  want  to  get  my  feet  calloused  as  quickly  as  pos- 
sible," they  would  have  tumbled  over  one  another  to  get  to 
you.  These  Montana  ranchers  have  hearts  like  four-year-^Xd 
steers,  no  15c  gizzards  for  them.  But  you'll  learn.  You're 
put  together  that  way.  I  know  the  mud  you're  made  of,  and 
that  horse  will  soon  know  you,  partake  of  your  mettle  and 
do  your  bidding.  Three  lines  in  Shakespeare's,  "A  Lover's 
Complaint,"  says: 

"That  horse  his  mettle  from  his  rider  takes: 
Proud  of  subjection,  noble  by  the  sway. 

What  rounds,  what  bounds,  what  course,  what  stop  he  makes!" 
I  know  this  to  be  true.  I  got  hold  of  a  four-year-old 
broncho  once,  and  after  a  year's  handling,  he  was  gentle^ 
meek  and  mild,  affectionate  and  at  times,  I  thought^  a  little 
lazy.  Gave  myself  away,  didn't  I?  Well,  let  it  go  at  that. 
For  two  years,  before  I  had  grown  any  corns  on  the  soles  of 
my  feet,  I  drove  a  horse  belonging  to  Brother  Billy.  You 
know  Brother  Billy  of  Montana?  What!  Never  heard  of 
him!  Well,  you'll  not  only  know  of  him,  but  get  a  speaking 
acquaintance  with  him  before  you  are  here  a  year.  This 
horse  of  his,  I  judge  he,  the  horse,  had  his  early  training 
from  him,  Brother  Billy.     He,  the  horse,  chafed  under  re- 
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straint,  did  not  like  to  stand  tied,  would  slip  the  picket  pin 
every  time  you  staked  him  out,  too  nervous  to  take  time  to 
eat,  yet  kept  fat,  didn't  care  to  stay  more  than  two  days  at 
a  place,  didn't  like  new  ovations,  hated  strings  of  any  kind; 
if  he  didn't  get  to  do  as  he  pleased,  he  balked  and  backed, 
was  never  happy  unless  he  was  on  the  "go"  from  place  to 
place.  I  never  had  greater  satisfaction  in  driving  than  when 
behind  that  horse;  but  let  me  get  in  front  and  it  was  all  off. 
One  on  Billy,  eh  ?     Well,  let  it  go  at  that. 

Poor  boy!  You  were  late  for  lunch,  later  getting  started 
on  the  last  half  of  your  long  journey,  and  latest  when  you 
found  you  would  have  no  time  to  stop  anywhere  for  supper 
and  get  to  the  old  log  schoolhouse  in  time  for  preaching; 
and  when  you  got  there,  the  sun  had  been  down  an  hour,  the 
evening  was  chilly,  there  was  no  one  to  greet  you,  no  light, 
no  fire.  You  had  a  few  matches  in  your  vest  pocket,  you 
rustled  some  kindling,  lit  a  lamp,  started  a  fire,  swept  the 
worst  part  of  the  dirt  from  the  floor,  had  the  house  fairly 
comfortable  when  the  people  began  to  come  in.  By  8  o'clock 
that  little  cabin  had  all  the  way  from  25  to  40  people  packed 
in  it.  Your  experiences  through  the  day  had  taken  the  "wire 
edge"  off  you,  and  as  you  began  your  services,  your  heart 
melted,  the  people  were  helped  and  blessed,  and  after  service 
a  half  dozen  men  asked  you  to  stop  over  night  with  them, 
and  hererafter  you  will  be  "happy  ever  since." 

DAD. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

My  Dear  Sylvester: 

Your  perplexities  last  week  were  indeed  amusing;  but  this 
week  I  am  almost  moved  to  lacrimose  manifestations.  All 
that  hinders  me  from  crying  like  a  turtle  is,  my  only  hand- 
kerchief is  in  the  wash  and  I  don't  want  to  blur  these  pages 
with  salty  tears. 

You  are  discouraged.  You  have  been  in  Montana  three 
months,  and  during  that  time  you  have  hurled  your  weightiest 
oratory  at  the  congregations,  and  yet  you  have  not  felt  the 
earth  tremble;  there  has  been  no  shaking  among  the  dry 
bones.  You  must  have  been  reading  how  General  Joshua  so 
maneuvered  his  troops  as  to  cause  the  walls  of  Jericho  to 
take  a  tumble  in  seven  days.  Don't  think  the  victory  at 
Jericho  was  the  results  of  a  week's  work.  Joshua  had  been 
in  training  for  this  occasion  forty  years,  under  the  leadership 
of  the  great  law-giver  and  emancipator,  Moses.  He  had  seen 
miraculous  demonstrations  from  the  crossing  of  the  Red  Sea 
to  the  crossing  of  the  Jordan.  The  blasts  from  the  rams' 
horns  and  the  shouts  of  the  people  were  new  to  both  the 
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besieged  and  besiegers.    The  besieged  trembled,  the  besiegers 
stepped  in  unison;  something  had  to  give  way. 

"The  Hand- Writing  on  the  Wall,"  "The  Fate  of  Judas," 
"The  Judgment  Day/'  and  sich,  is  pretty  heavy  ammunition 
for  a  young  preacher's  artillery.  Perhaps  you  had  fired  these 
shots  so  often  during  your  college-supplying  days  that  they 
have  become  a  sort  of  "sugar  stick''  to  you,  that  their  signifi- 
cance has  really  been  lost.  If  you  can't  feel  the  "terrors  of 
the  law,"  you  can't  make  your  people  feel  them.  Again,  you 
may  have  had  these  orations  well  in  hand  or  head,  and  thought 
to  show  native  Montanans  what  a  fine  preacher  had  come 


You  have  some  ossified  bodies  who  should  receive  immediate 
chiropractic  adjustment. 


among  them.  You  have  good  crowds,  which  goes  to  show, 
they  really  think  you  are  "some  pumpkins,"  and  they  may 
have  said,  "My,  what  a  preacher!"  Down  deep  in  your 
heart,  you  want  the  people  saved,  to  have  a  rich  Christian 
experience,  and  to  do  this,  you  must,  somehow,  present  Chris- 
tianity in  such  a  way  that  the  people  will  forget  the  preacher 
and  shout,  "My,  wnat  a  Savior!"  and  accept  Him.  During 
my  early  work  as  a  local  preacher,  my  pastor  sent  me  out  to 
fill  a  vacancy  one  Sunday.  I  asked,  "What  shall  I  preach?" 
He  answered,  "Preach  Christ  and  you  will  never  make  a  mis- 
take." 

We  are  not  living  in  the  days  of  Joshua,  not  even  in  the 
days  of  Frances  Asbury,  Lorenzo  Dow  or  Peter  Cartwright, 
etc.  These  latter  were  splendid  men;  men  for  just  such  times. 
Today  we  might  call  them  eccentric,  but  eccentricity  doesn't 
accomplish  much  in  the  sagebrush. 
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No  iron-clad  rule  as  to  what  or  how  you  should  preach 
can  be  given,  as  each  community  differs  from  another,  the 
preacher,  young  or  old,  must  use  his  judgment.  If  one  tact 
does  not  work,  try  another;  but  it  is  safe  to  preach  your  big- 
gest sermons  to  the  prairie-dogs  and  gophers  as  you  drive 
through  the  brush,  where  they  will  do  the  least  harm,  then 
when  you  preach  to  the  people,  give  them  the  old  com;  there 
is  plenty  still  in  Egypt. 

I  judge  from  your  writing  that  besides  your  brush  ap- 
pointments you  have  a  modem  church  with  some  ancient  ma- 
terial in  it.  You  have  some  fossiliferous  remains  embedded 
in  the  body  politic;  you  have  some  ossified  bodies,  or  those 
in  the  process  of  ossification,  who  should  immediately  receive 
osteopathic  treatment  or  chiropractic  adjustment;  chronic 
grumblers  and  critics,  whose  forte  is  to  bind  heavy  burdens, 
grievous  to  be  borne  and  lay  them  on  your  shoulders,  while 
they  will  not  help  move  them  with  a  finger's  weight;  choir 
men  and  women  with  "voices,*'  who  care  nothing  for  your 
work,  who  sing  for  display,  who  imagine  when  they  close 
their  mouths  the  music  of  heaven  will  stop  to  wonder  what's 
the  matter  on  the  footstool;  an  organist,  who  spends  an 
evening  or  two  each  week  in  a  music  hall  furnishing  rag-time 
for  the  tango,  then  occasionally  in  an  off  moment  on  Sunday 
he  will  get  a  "rag"  in  the  sacred  music;  but  what's  the  dif- 
ference, you  can't  get  others  just  now. 

A  thousand  and  one  hindrances  meet  you,  my  boy.  How 
will  you  meet  them  ?  We  are  Methodist  preachers.  Study  the 
word,  Methodist.  Nothing  broader.  While  we  have  general 
rules,  restraints,  methods,  and  objects  to  attain,  each  and 
every  man  thinks  and  acts  according  to  his  own  method,  with 
no  restraining  hand,  so  long  as  he  is  within  the  bounds  of 
morality,  and  honestly  strives  for  the  object  of  Methodism, 
namely,  the  conversion  of  the  world  to  Christ.  Amidst  all 
conflicts  the  preacher  must  not  lose  sight  of  this. 

These  dead  weights  and  dead  beats  in  the  church,  after  all, 
may  be  a  good  thing,  paradoxical  as  it  may  seem.  They  keep 
the  preacher  from  having  too  high  an  opinion  of  himself; 
they  keep  his  cherubic  wings  from  growing  too  rapidly,  and 
remind  him  that  his  work  is  still  among  humanity. 

A  very  good  way  in  general  is  to  get  the  officiary  of  your 
established  point  together  just  as  soon  as  you  have  taken 
your  survey  and  know  where  you  are  "at."  Gently  make 
them  understand  that  for  the  present  year  you  are  the  ap- 
pointed head  of  the  charge,  be  it  circuit  or  station,  not  the 
whole  "shootin'  match,"  but  to  work  with  and  for  them,  that 
without  their  co-operation,  the  best  in  you  will  be  hampered. 
You  are  to  do  the  driving,  but  let  no  one  see  the  lines.^  Make 
out  your  financial  budget  and  your  plans  of  Christian  en- 
deavor. In  your  council  with  your  Board  you  may  see  proper 
to  modify  or  change  entirely  some  of  your  original  plans. 
Where  no  moral  point  is  involved,  you  will  lose  nothing  by  a 
friendly  compromise. 
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If  your  work  is  not  thoroughly  organized  and  systema- 
tized, there  will  come  times  when  there  will  be  a  shortage  in 
your  salary.  The  people  will  expect  you  to  appear  in  the 
pulpit,  dressed  as  well  as  the  best  in  the  congregation.  They 
will  expect  your  wife  and  kiddies  to  be  free  from  all  dowdy 
appearances,  and  when  they  call  at  the  parsonage  about  meal- 
time, they  will  expect  as  good  victuals  or  better  than  they 
get  at  home.  How  you  are  going  to  meet  these  requirements 
on  a  salary  of  $1,000,  or  less,  I  cannot  tell,  but  you  will  do 
it  and  then  some.  You  will  contribute  more  than  your  pro- 
portion to  the  benevolences  and  indirectly  help  pay  your  own 
salary  when  your  Ladies'  Aid  runs  a  hash  factory  for  an 
evening. 

Should  a  preacher  take  an  active  part  in  national,  state 
or  municipal  politics  ?  If  you  can't,  there  is  something  wrong 
with  either  your  religion  or  your  politics.  You  have  your 
individual  vote,  which  you  have  a  right  to  exercise  as  an 
American  citizen.  You  can't  extol  the  merits  of  your  own 
particular  party  from  the  pulpit  for  the  reason,  you  will  have 
good,  consciencious  men  in  your  congregation  who  differ  from 
your  views,  and  who  may  be  as  near  right  as  you.  But  you 
can  insist  on  putting  clean  men  into  office. 

I  want  to  talk  further  next  week  on  politics,  choirs,  ser- 
mons, et  cetera  (Latin  or  Portuguese,  meaning  a  bushel  of 
other  things). 

Yours  always, 

DAD. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


My  Dear  Sylvester: 

You  will  remember,  last  week  I  promised  to  consider 
further  some  of  your  perplexing  problems. 

After  you  have  been  among  us  three  long  months,  you  have 
concluded  things  need  "fixing"  outside  the  church.  They 
surely  do.  The  question  with  you  is,  whether  you  should  for 
the  time  being  surrender  the  clean  atmosphere  of  the  pulpit 
and  enter  the  "dirty  pool"  of  municipal,  county  or  state 
politics.  Some  preachers  have  never  felt  the  call,  believing 
they  could  do  more  good  combating  moral  evils  private  and 
from  the  pulpit.  From  the  pulpit  you  can  with  propriety 
and  without  giving  offense,  ask  your  party  to  nominate  clean 
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men  for  public  office,  if  they  expect  your  franchise.  Name 
no  man  who  is  a  saloonist,  a  drunkard,  a  gambler,  a  libertine. 
Don't  ask  me  to  support  any  man  who  represents  an  organic 
zation  or  even  a  church,  so-called,  which  opposes  free  schools 
and  an  open  Bible. 

Could  all  voters  in  Montana  and  throughout  Yankee  Doodle 
Land  adopt  these  principles,  our  politics  would  soon  be 
cleansed.  The  preacher  is  the  man  behind  the  gun.  It  is  his 
business  to  work  up  public  sentiment  on  moral  lines.  You 
may  legislate  and  legislate  until  doomsday  but  until  that  leg- 
islation is  backed  by  public  sentiment,  it  remains  a  dead  let- 
ter. Look  at  Kansas!  No  political  party  in  the  Sun  Flower 
State  dare  put  up  even  a  "liberal"  candidate  for  office.  Pub- 
lic sentiment  has  grown  to  such  a  standard  that  if  a  man  of 
doubtful  character  presumes  to  ask  the  support  of  decent 
people  for  public  office,  he  is  paralyzed  and  snowed  under  by 
a  storm  of  ballots. 

You  may  not  agree  with  me  on  these  ideas,  and  I  shall 
attempt  to  use  no  instrument  of  coercion.  In  all  matters  of 
religion  and  politics,  I  must  allow  you  to  "think  and  let 
think,"  which  is  as  good  a  motto  as  "live  and  let  live." 

I  acknowledge  things  moral  and  political  need  some  "fix- 
ing" in  the  Treasure  State,  but  some  of  us  can  remember 
when  this  country  was  a  little  "wider  open"  than  now;  when 
it  was  a  shade  more  "wild  and  woolly."  We  are  making  some 
progress.  Some  influence  was  at  work  for  good  before  you 
came.  We  are  not  perfect;  don't  expect  to  be  for  five  or  six 
months  yet,  even  with  your  help.  David  or  Job  or  some  other 
ancient  worthy,  said,  "Mark  the  perfect  man."  But  I  say,  with 
my  little  experience  and  observation,  corral  him  and  examine 
him  closely  before  you  plant  a  "mark"  or  brand.  If  someone 
"hollers":  "Preacher!  If  yer  huntin'  fer  a  perfec'  man,  I'm  it." 
If  you  have  time  to  fool  with  him,  you  will  find  not  a  single 
mark  of  perfection,  but  on  the  other  hand,  a  mangy  maverick 
with  his  mane  full  of  sand  burrs,  and  not  worth  branding. 

Now,  if  you  feel  and  hear  the  call  to  enter  the  political 
arena,  go.  But  I  want  you  to  play  the  game,  like  a  man, 
to  the  bitter  end.  In  the  beginning  you  feared  your  dignity 
might  have  the  creases  taken  out  and  those  degree  things 
might  not  shine  as  brilliantly  as  you  would  like,  if  you  did 
the  work  of  a  sagebrush  preacher.  I  am  as  anxious  to  have 
you  preserve  your  dignity  as  I  can  possibly  be,  but  if  you  per- 
sist in  going  where  you  see  so  much  filth,  take  it  from  Dad, 
don't  expect  to  have  no  mud  thrown  at  you,  and  don't  com- 
plain if  some  of  it  sticks  to  your  immaculate  garments.  Your 
opponents  will  trace  your  pedigree,  if  necessary,  back  to  your 
orang-outang  ancestors  in  the  jungles  of  Africa  and  India, 
and  if  a  single  gorilla  in  the  line  has  made  a  mistake,  you 
will  have  it  "fired"  at  you. 
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Several  years 
since,  four  preach- 
ers concluded  to  run 
for  the  state  legisla- 
ture, from  their  re- 
spective counties. 
Two  were  elected  to 
represent  the  peo- 
ple, and  while  in  the 
minority  on  ques- 
tions of  civic  better- 
ment, they  gave  a 
good  account  of 
themselves,  and 
made  their  presence 
felt.  Two  were 
elected  to  stay  at 
home.  Neither  are 
dead;  both  very 
much  alive.  I  had 
the  privilege  of  sup- 
porting one  of  them 
and  would  do  it 
again.  "Me"  for  the 
preacher  every  time. 

Having  disposed 
of  the  political  ques- 
tion, to  my  own  sat- 
isfaction at  least, 
let  us  revert  to  the 
pastoral  work.  You 
are  puzzled  as  to  how,  on  a  small  salary,  you  will  be  able  to 
support  your  little  family,  and  make  "ends  meet"  during 
these  times  of  high  cost  of  living. 

Did  you  ever,  since  you  were  a  baby,  try  putting  your  toes 
in  your  mouth?  That  is  one  way  of  making  ends  meet. 
James  J.  Hill  says,  it  is  not  so  much  the  "high  cost  of  living" 
as  the  "cost  of  high  living,"  and  Jim  is  a  wise  old  boy;  a 
friend  of  the  preacher,  with  a  friendly  feeling  toward  churches 
and  schools,  helping  build  them  and  helping  the  preachers  by 
paying  half  their  traveling  expenses  while  using  his  roads. 

Living,  in  Montana,  figure  it  as  you  may,  costs  at  least 
one-third  more  than  in  the  land  of  codfish,  oysters  and  paw- 
paws. But  with  all  that  there  is  a  possibility  of  living  in  the 
cow-towns  much  cheaper  than  we  do.  When  the  "iron  men" 
are  slow  about  showing  up,  because  of  your  stewards'  inac- 
tivity, you  will  just  have  to  "cut  out"  the: 


^Mark  the  perfect  man." 


Pie  and  cake,  and  porterhouse  steak; 

Ham  and  eggs,  and  fancy  frog's  legs; 

Cocoa  and  buns,  when  Brother  "Van"  comes  (poetry,  original) 

and  use  cereal  products,  10c  soup-bones,  head-cheese,  frank- 
furters, spuds  and  all  other  kinds  of  home-grown  vegetables, 
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and  after  you  have  come  through  a  political  campaign,  it 
will  not  be  so  hard  for  you  to  work  in  the  soil  and  raise  part 
of  your  own  vegetables.  That  would  give  you  more  profitable 
exercise  than  swinging  Indian  clubs  or  dumb-bells.  Go  after 
it,  boy! 

Instead  of  nickels,  dimes  and  dollars,  you  sometimes  get 
drink-checks  and  poker-chips  in  your  collections!  Well,  well! 
What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it  ?  Get  mad,  and  storm  the 
DeviFs  Fort?  That  is  just  what  the  boys  want.  It  is  fun 
for  them  to  see  a  preacher  get  "off  his  base."  I  have  a 
hatful  (small  hat)  of  those  souvenirs.  Try  this  remedy: 
"Boys!  These  chips  and  checks  do  me  no  good.  They  here 
and  now  go  out  of  circulation.  You  are  poorer,  the  saloon- 
man  is  richer,  and  no  one  is  morally  better."  Say  it  good 
humoredly  and  see  how  many  checks  you  get  the  next  time 
the  hat  is  passed. 

Another  word  about  the  choir  and  I  will  close  this  letter. 
I  studied  vocal  music  when  a  boy  and  as  such  sang  alto, 
though  music  with  me  was  not  natural.  My  father  could 
sing  and  was  a  vocal  teacher.  My  mother  had  no  voice  nor 
ear  for  music  and  was  more  familiar  with  a  bar  of  soap  than 
with  a  bar  of  music.  She  bequeathed  to  me  her  musical 
faculties.  When  I  got  past  the  hobble-de-hoy  period,  the  alto 
had  vanished.  I  could  manage  a  little  bass,  but  to  undertake 
baritone,  an  owl  or  chipmunk  would  make  as  sweet  music. 

So,  on  taking  a  new  charge,  and  if  there  was  no  choir,  I 
led  the  singing.  It  would  not  be  long  until  someone  would 
suggest  the  formation  of  a  choir.  If,  afterwards,  trouble 
arose  in  the  choir,  all  I  had  to  do  was  to  quickly  say:  "Settle 
this  matter  quickly,  or  I  will  do  the  singing  myself." 

Rather  than  endure  such  torture,  the  difficulty  was  set- 
tled "prontamento." 

Always  yours, 

DAD. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Dear  Sylvester: 

I  wish  every  time  you  go  into  your  pulpit  you  would  give 
the  people  the  best  you  have  in  the  pantry.  Never  be  in- 
different as  to  the  kind  of  food  you  serve.  Those  fine  ser- 
mons you  brought  with  you  from  the  East  will  not  last  for- 
ever. Read  all  the  latest  books  and  literature;  get  the 
latest  thoughts  of  the  present-day  thinkers.  You  will  not 
sanction  everything  you  hear  and  read.  You  cannot  afford 
to  get  out  of  sight  of  the  "old  land-marks."  As  we  can 
never  dispense  with  the  old,  plain  foods,  which  sustained 
our  ancestors,  such  as  bread,  bacon  and  garden  "sass,"  so 
can  we  not  dispense  with  the  old  doctrines  of  salvation  by 
faith  in  Christ,  repentance,  forgiveness,  conversion,  sin,  atone- 
ment, and  the  life  everlasting,  which  nourished  the  spiritual 
life  of  our  forefathers,  and  which  have  brought  the  whole 
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world  to  its  present  moral  position.  This  will  not  hinder 
you  from  using  all  the  spice  and  flavoring  possible,  so  you 
do  not  destroy  the  substantials.  But  after  doing  the  best 
you  can  you  will  feel  that  it  could  have  been  better,  unless 
your  conceit  is  above  the  normal.  I  feel  that  even  these 
somewhat  rambling  letters  of  mine  could  be  improved  upon, 
though  I  do  not  like  to  acknowledge  it.  Aim  to  feed  the 
people  every  time;  give  them  something  to  think  about.  You 
will  often  be  surprised  to  have  some  thoughtless  young  man 
or  woman  come  to  you  and  say:  "Preacher!  that's  the  kind 
of  talk  which  makes  one  think.  I  am  going  to  do  something 
religious.  Let  me  take  up  the  collection,  or  work  with  the 
Ladies'  Aid,  or  become  an  associate  member  of  the  Epworth 


"I  whooped  it  up  and  Tiollered'  for  thirty  minutes. 


League  a  few  weeks  until  I  make  up  my  mind.  I  think  I 
will  join  the  Campalic  Church  around  the  comer.  I  like 
you  Methodists,  but  you  won't  let  me  tango  or  play  bridge, 
but  I  feel  I  ought  to  get  anchored  somewhere."  You  have 
gained  a  point;  you  have  made  someone  think. 

Your  sermons  may  not  be  equally  attractive  or  palatable 
from  Sunday  to  Sunday.  You  will  have  your  "off  days"  and 
lots  of  them.  I  was  once  invited  to  the  home  of  a  splendid 
woman  for  dinner  after  the  morning  services.  The  meal 
was  an  excellent  one.  Walter,  the  nine-year-old  boy,  was 
busy  feeding  himself  with  the  good  things  before  him  and 
enjoying  every  minute  of  the  time.  I  said:  "Walter!  does 
your  mamma  get  up  this  kind  of  a  dinner  every  day?"  "No, 
you  betcha  she  don't,"  and  continued  to  feed  himself  with 
fork  and  shovel  from  both  sides.  Walter  was  not  a  starved 
boy.  His  mother  gave  him  substantial  food  and  plenty  of 
it  every  day,  but  the  embellishments  did  not  appear  at  every 
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meal.  You  will  aim  to  give  your  people  wholesome  food 
every  time,  but  there  will  come  times  when  you,  yourself, 
will  have  to  acknowledge  you  have  given  out  some  poor 
stuff.  Bishop  Fowler  used  to  tell  us  we  should  feel  happy 
if  we  succeeded  in  preaching  twelve  good  sermons  a  year, 
as  that  was  above  the  average  for  the  best  of  preachers. 

There  will  be  times  when  you  have  selected  a  fine  text. 
You  have  spent  a  lot  of  time  in  your  study.  You  have  the 
outline  clear  in  your  mind  or  jotted  down  on  paper,  and 
you  enter  the  pulpit  with  the  utmost  confidence  that  you  are 
going  to  give  the  audience  a  feast  of  good  things  today, 
but  for  some  reason,  when  you  begin,  everything  goes  "up 
in  the  air."  I  remember  a  number  of  such  experiences,  and 
one  especially  is  very  vivid  as  I  write.  I  had  a  simple  theme, 
all  systematically  arranged,  but  I  had  not  talked  five  min- 
utes until  I  found  I  was  in  the  brush,  badly.  But  I  did 
like  Talmage — I  whooped  it  up  and  "hollered"  for  thirty 
minutes  and  quit,  disgusted  with  myself.  I  had  a  man  in 
the  audience  with  whom  I  had  often  had  friendly  contro- 
versies on  doctrinal  subjects,  he  belonging  to  a  sister  de- 
nomination. He  sat  through  the  sermon  with  a  broad  "grin" 
on  his  face.  After  the  close  I  asked  what  had  amused  him 
so.  He  replied:  "That  was  the  finest — elite  sermon  I  have 
listened  to  for  many  a  day."  I  said:  "It  surely  must  have 
been,  for  I  was  not  at  home  with  it  and  could  get  nothing 
out  of  it." 

So,  don't  be  discouraged.  You  may  not  please  yourself 
every  time  but  in  all  probability  you  will  please  someone 
every  time.  Your  business  is  to  prepare  the  ground  and 
scatter  the  seed  as  best  you  may  and  let  God  send  the  sun- 
shine and  moisture  which  cause  germination,  growth  and 
fruition. 

A  woman  once  said  to  me:  "Your  sermons  are  so  rest- 
ful; "and  I  thought  they  were  as  I  remembered  several 
ranchmen,  who  during  the  week  had  worn  their  feet  off  al- 
most to  the  knees,  running  their  ranches,  and  were  so  tired 
in  body  and  mind  that  by  the  time  ten  minutes  had  passed 
they  were  soundly  asleep.  How  they  could  sleep  under  my 
cyclonic  oratory  was  a  mystery  to  me  until  the  lady  said  it 
was  "restful."  I  congratulated  myself  that  I  had  distracted 
their  minds  from  world  pursuits  for  twenty-five  or  thirty 
minutes  and  they  had  quietly  fallen  into  the  restful  arms 
of  Morpheus  (whoever  she  is),  and  I  had  helped  tired  na- 
ture, at  least,  even  if  the  inner  man  was  not  renewed.  They 
did  not  snore,  and  if  they  dreamed,  their  dreams  were  in- 
audible. They  disturbed  no  one  and  only  the  preacher  felt 
a  little  humiliated. 

You  may  expect  criticism,  and  I  want  you  to  take  it  like 
a  man.  The  writer  who  will  not  allow  his  effusions  to  be 
"edited"  is  a  bigot  and  will  soon  have  his  place  on  the  shelf. 
The  singer,  the  lecturer,  the  actor,  the  preacher  who  can- 
not endure  criticism  would  better  sell  out  at  once  to  some 
one  who  can,  and  the  world  will  be  better  by  his  disappear- 
ance. 
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This  is  a  day  of  progress  and  rapid  changes.  Fresh, 
first-hand  food  products,  directly  from  the  waters,  the  for- 
ests, the  gardens,  the  orchards  and  farms  are  very  desirable, 
but  suger-cured  hams,  breakfast  bacon,  prepared  breaJcfast 
foods,  patent  pancake  flour,  canned  meats,  fish,  vegetables 
and  fruits  of  all  kinds  are  not  to  be  despised.  They  are 
to  be  found  on  our  grocers'  shelves  and  our  own  larders 
well  stocked  with  these  will  often  prove  a  convenience  and 
vary  the  monotony  of  eating.  So  with  your  pastoral  work. 
The  people,  generally,  like  the  fresh,  vigorous,  original 
preacher;  but  there  will  come  times  when  he  will  feel  de- 
pressed, when  not  only  Monday  will  be  blue  but  each  day  of 
the  week  will  be  desolate,  when  the  source  of  supply  will 
seem  void,  when  the  fountain  runs  dry,  and  the  preacher  feels 
there  is  nothing  about  him  or  in  him  original  but  original 
sin,  then  it  is  he  can  have  recourse  to  his  canned  goods, 
found  in  his  books,  periodicals  and  literature  of  all  kinds. 
Drive  out  your  tin  cows  and  tinned  productions  of  various 
varieties.  Give  the  people  a  good  feast  of  canned  goods,  if 
needs  be,  at  times.  They  will  better  appreciate  your  own 
products  when  the  gray  matter  of  your  brain  is  not  on  a 
strike.  Use  the  best  language  at  command,  but  don't  be  too 
shy  of  the  vernacular;  the  folks  may  understand  you  better. 

Believe  me,  I  am  still, 

DAD. 


CHAPTER  X, 


Dear  Sylvester: 

So,  of  late  you  have  been  giving  the  people  "Hell  fire  and 
damnation,"  a  final  judgment,  where  the  whole  world  will  be 
gathered  en  masse,  tremblingly  awaiting  the  verdict  of  an 
angry  God.  Your  enthusiasm  and  eloquence  on  these  subjects 
were  so  intensified,  your  pulpit  became  a  flame,  the  people 
emelled  burning  sulphur  and  you  had  the  appearance  of  an 
avenging  angel.  I  don't  wonder  that  the  audience  was  a  little 
shy  of  you  at  the  close  of  the  service.  They  had  been 
"roasted"  from  the  pulpit  and  didn't  care  to  be  "basted"  by  a 
closer  contact  with  you. 

These  are  some  of  the  old  land- 
marks to  which  I  have  pre- 
viously referred,  but  you  can't 
afford  to  play  around  these  cor- 
ner-stones all  the  time.  The 
time  was  when  men  were  fright- 
ened and  driven.  The  devil  was 
pictured  to  have  horns  and  hoofs 
and  an  arrow-pointed  tail.  God 
sat  upon  His  throne  with  a 
countenance  no  more  attractive 
than  that  of  the  devil.  God  had 
more  power  than  Satan.  He  did 
not  offer  so  very  much  in  this 
life,  but  the  life  to  come  was  to 
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be  felicitous.  The  devil  offered  everything  now.  The  future, 
if  there  be  a  future,  was  to  take  care  of  itself.  Such  texts 
as  "God  is  Love,"  and  "John  3:16,"  were  not  frequently  re- 
ferred to.  God's  wrath,  anger,  jealousy  and  vengeance  occu- 
pied the  front  of  the  rostrum,  and  those  who  were  not  fright- 
ened into  His  service  and  wished  to  shun  the  service  of 
Satan,  felt  like  "taking  to  the  woods."  We  don't  have  to  go 
further  back  in  history  than  to  the  beginning  of  our  republic, 
when  the  Blue  Laws  of  New  England  were  in  force  with  all 
th^ir  rigidness;  about  one  in  fifteen  were  professed  Chris- 
tians; now  out  of  90,000,000  of  people  in  this  land  of  ours, 
30,000,000  are  identified  with  some  Christian  organization. 

I  don't  want  you  to  become  a 
realist,  who  never  reels  off  any- 
thing beneficial,  but  I  would 
have  you  remain  an  idealist, 
who  gets  his  ideas  to  work.  I 
don't  want  you  to  eliminate 
from  your  theology  a  personal 
God  and  a  personal  devil,  a 
judgment  with  its  rewards  and 
retributions,  a  heaven  to  gain 
and  a  hell  to  shun.  You  can 
teach  your  flock  in  a  way  that 
will  attract  rather  than  repel. 
Come  to  look  at  it  from  the 
proper  prairie-dog  mound,  this 

old  world  of  ours  is  pretty  evenly  balanced.  We  have  light 
and  darkness,  day  and  night,  cold  and  heat,  winter  and  sum- 
mer, sunshine  and  shadows,  storms  and  pleasant  weather, 
joys  and  sorrows,  health  and  sickness,  life  and  death,  heaven 
and  hell,  good  and  evil,  God  and  the  devil.  The  FEAR  of 
the  Lord  can  be  taught  in  such  a  way  that  it  will  be  a  holy, 
reverential  fear  instead  of  a  selfish,  slavish  fear. 

The  best  child  in  the  home  or 
at  school  is  not  the  one  who  is 
good  because  he  dreads  punish- 
ment for  disobedience  by  the 
heavy  hand  of  parent  or  teacher, 
but  the  child  who  is  good  for  the 
satisfaction  of  being  good.  The 
best  soldier  in  the  ranks  is  not 
the  one  who  submits  to  disci- 
pline for  fear  of  the  guard- 
house or  court  martial,  but  the 
one  who  simply  delights  in  be- 
ing a  good  soldier.  The  best 
citizen  in  your  town  is  not  the 
one  who  barely  keeps  "within 
the  law"  from  fear  of  being  "pinched"  by  a  "cop"  and  placed 
in  the  "cooler"  over  night  to  await  the  decision  of  "hizonor 
in  the  morning,  but  the  man  who  delights  to  beautify  his  com- 
munity by  living  a  beautiful  life.  The  best  member  in  your 
church  is  not  the  one  who  practices  a  big  lot  of  near-swear- 
ing, near-drinking,  near-gambling,  near-stealing  and  a  lot  of 
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other  near-ugly  things  because  he  don't  want  to  be  excom- 
municated here,  and  would  like  to  squeeze  into  heaven  later 
on  when  he  is  through  with  all  his  near-meannesses,  but  the 
jolly,  good  man  or  woman,  carrying  the  "blessed  assurance" 
of  sins  forgiven,  who  have  a  "cinch"  on  time  and  eternity, 
whose  religion  is  joyous  and  not  painful,  all  this  and  more 
too,  because  they  love  God  and  humanity.  Fear  of  hell  and 
the  devil  lost  to  thoughts  of  working  for  and  pleasing  God. 
They  become  the  progenitors  of  such  prodigies  as  churches, 
parsonages,  schools,  hospitals,  homes,  orphanages,  asylums, 
missionary  and  benevolent  enterprises  all  over  the  world  "to 
beat  the  devil"  and  give  him  a  little  more  of  his  own  "hell." 
Yes,  Sylvester,  let  your  people  have  a  little  fire  and  brimstone 
occasionally,  but  in  homeopathic  doses. 

And  you  have  been  called 
upon  to  bury  an  old  cattleman, 
who  never  darkened  your  church 
door  during  his  lifetime,  who 
was  not  friendly  to  the  church, 
who  paid  nothing  to  its  support, 

i"^  /Wyrf}"^^  1  y^^   enjoyed   its    protecting   in- 

i^KxMWU'  fluence!      Well!      Well!!      And 

his  friends  didn't  want  you  to 
send  him  to  hell  and  you 
couldn't  very  well  land  him  in 
a  strange  crowd  in  heaven!  You 
"shore"  were  "between  the  devil 
and  the  deep  blue  sea."  But 
that's  nothing  when  you  get 
used  to  it.  If  you  stay  long  enough,  you  will  be  called  upon 
to  officiate  at  the  burial  of  gamblers,  suicides,  drunkards, 
saloonkeepers,  pimps  and  prostitutes,  whose  friends  will  want 
to  give  them  a  Christian  burial.  You  cannot  deny  them.  The 
best  you  can  do  is  to  preach  to  the  living,  say  the  best  things 
you  possibly  can  dig  up  of  the  dead,  and  leave  them  in  the 
hands  of  a  just  God,  then  privately  thank  Him  that  you  will 
be  excused  from  passing  sentence  at  the  final  reckoning. 

Your  old  dad  has  passed 
through  the  most  of  these  ex- 
periences, but  the  most  trying 
funeral  service  he  ever  con- 
ducted was  that  of  a  little  child 
who  had  been  accidentally 
drowned  in  a  tub  of  water  while 
the  father  was  away  from  home. 
The  poor  mother  was  stricken 
with  grief  and  crazed  with  fear 
at  meeting  the  brutal  husband. 
I  was  present  soon  after  his  re- 
turn home.  He  was  on  his 
knees  beside  the  corpse  of  his 
child.  I  never  heard  such  pray- 
ing, though  all  uttered  in  self-pity.  I  almost  envied  him  his 
eloquence.     I  tried  to  solace  him;  all  to  no  purpose.     His 
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anathemas  were  constantly  hurled  at  the  so-called  careless 
mother.  He  would  have  taken  her  life,  had  it  not  been  for 
the  protection  of  neighbors.  There  were  ominous  looks  at 
near-by  telephone  poles  and  an  unguarded  word  would  easily 
have  started  a  lynching-bee.  I  leave  you  to  imagine  my  em- 
barrassment the  next  day  when  I  undertook  the  funeral 
services  of  that  child  in  the  presence  of  the  father  and  mother 
and  watchful  neighbors. 

Talk  of  a  preacher  having  a 

SALOON^  rfi  ^^^^  ^^"^^*     ^®  ^^^^'    There  is 

ii^i^il  ^  ^^      ml  nothing   monotonous    about  his 

calling,  but  there  are  some  of 
the  most  disagreeable  things  in 
life  to  encounter.  On  Monday 
he  may  have  a  wedding  of  the 
desirable  or  undesirable  kind, 
but  he  must  wear  the  wedding 
countenance  either  way.  Tues- 
day he  may  be  called  to  baptize 
an  infant,  sick  with  the  colic, 
whose  parents  believe  the  devil  is 
waiting  outside  for  the  spirit  of 
a  dead,  unbaptized  infant,  and 
secure  the  services  of  a  minister  before  they  call  in  the  doctor. 
Wednesday  he  may  have  to  deliver  an  oration  over  the  body 
of  a  saint  or  sinner.  Thursday  he  will  have  to  visit  a  sick 
parishioner,  who  doesn't  welcome  him  and  will  condemn  him 
to  the  "eternal  bow-wows,''  if  he  doesn't  visit.  Friday  he  will 
have  to  "gin  up"  a  deliquent  member.  Saturday  he  will  have 
to  do  as  much  as  two  lawyers  in  preparing  two  or  three 
"briefs"  for  Sunday,  and  almost  any  day  in  a  cow-town  he 
may  have  to  constitute  himself  the  police  force  in  the  absence 
of  the  constable. 

DAD  KNOWS. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

Dear  Sylvester: 

I  have  been  waiting  patiently  to  hear  of  some  of  your 
wedding  experiences.  In  my  first  letters,  I  could  not  prepare 
you  for  everything  which  would  come  your  way.  There  is 
something  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  sagebrush  country  which 
gives  some  men  and  women  the  appearance  of  being  "locoed." 
White  men  marrying  squaws  and  negresses;  beautiful  white 
girls  becoming  romantic  and  marrying  Jack  Manyhorses  and 
Tom  Sing!  The  romance  being  spoiled  in  the  first  case  by 
Manyhorses  giving  Mary  a  primitive  pounding  after  a  few 
weeks  of  married  bliss.  Wun  Lung  marries  a  halfbreed  Cree, 
who  brings  all  her  female  relatives  to  lodge  in  the  "washee 
shop."  She  dies  suddenly  and  her  friends  "hike"  back  to  the 
mountains.  When  consoled  on  his  loss.  Lung  answered: 
"She  no  good,  I  ketchum  nigger  nex  time."  No  law  forbid- 
ding, some  people  believe  in  and  practice  the  amalgamation 
of  the  races.     I  can't  explain  it  on  any  other  ground,  why 
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that  fine-looking,  intelligent  young  man  of  yours  should  tie 
up  to  a  squaw.  Neither  can  I  tell,  why  that  girl  "giggled"  at 
your  next  wedding  and  remarked:  "Aint  it  a  joke?"  unless 
the  marriage  ceremony  was  the  only  new  thing,  or  because 
you  did  not  require  her  to  obey  her  husband. 

The  most  amusing  wedding  Dad  ever  had,  was  that  of  a 
halfbreed  Cree  couple,  who  came  down  from  the  mountains 
on  a  load  of  wood.  I  have  never  made  a  charge  for  a  mar- 
riage, always  leaving  that  part  to  the  generosity  of  the 
groom.  They  had  disposed  of  their  wood.  The  man  wore  the 
latest  cut  of  "Boss  of  the  Koad"  trousers  and  the  bride's  gown 
was  of  "loud"  calico,  cut  and  fitted  "a  la  mode"  Teton  Canyon. 
After  they  were  pronounced  "husband  and  wife,"  he  asked: 
"Do  you  charge  anything?"  I  answered:  "Sure  thing."  He: 
"How  much?"  I:  "What  is  she  worth?"  He:  "Damfino" 
(Cree,  meaning  about  two  bits),  "here's  five  dollars,  you  take 
out  a  dollar,  I  gotta  have  the  rest  to  buy  grub."  A  year  or 
so  afterward  the  same  fellow  wrote  me,  to  know  what  steps 
to  take  to  get  unmarried,  as  his  wife  had  "quit  him." 

I  see  another  problem  has  confronted  you.  Uncle  Sam's 
free  land  has  attracted  your  attention  and  you  want  to  make 
some  provision  for  old  age;  you  are  now  about  26,  I  believe. 
Well,  like  some  other  matters,  you  will  have  to  settle  this 
alone.  Can  you  hold  down  a  claim  for  three  years  without 
diverting  your  attention  from  your  pastoral  work?  Can  you 
"cough  up"  enough  to  pay  your  filing  fee,  put  the  necessary 
improvements  on  it  and  take  your  risks  on  "dry  farming," 
and  then  make  final  proof,  without  embarrassment  ?  Or  will 
it  be  necessary  to  take  a  supernumerary  relation  for  a  few 
years  and  thus  cripple  your  usefulness  as  a  pastor  in  the  best 
days  of  your  life  ?  Very  many  have  done  as  you  contemplate 
and  are  today  doing  good  work  in  the  Master's  service; 
others  have  lost  out  and  made  shipwreck  of  faith.  A 
preacher  should  be  a  many-sided  man,  but  in  my  opinion,  he 
should  have  but  one  single  purpose  before  him,  viz.,  to  honor 
and  glorify  God  in  all  he  does.  Many  a  man,  many  a  preacher 
is  honoring  God  today  with  his  substance  as  well  as  with  his 
intellectual  and  moral  powers.  "It's  up  to  you,"  kid,  the  same 
as  politics,  of  which  I  have  previously  written. 

Do  you  really  and  truly  not  believe  in  the  "old-fashioned 
revival?"  You  surprise  me!  If  you  follow  these  lines  of 
thought,  there  is  going  to  be  space  to  "let"  in  your  upper 
story.  I  told  you  some  time  a^o  to  read  and  inform  yourself 
on  all  lines  of  thought.  I  meant  by  that,  you  would  be  pre- 
pared to  combat  error.  I  did  not  mean  that  you  should  appro- 
priate every  wild  idea  you  find  floating  through  the  air  as 
your  own.  I  once  built  a  parsonage.  All  I  had  to  begin  with 
was  a  set  of  round  logs,  measuring  18  and  24  feet  in  length. 
I  had  no  plans  to  follow,  and  didn't  know  enough  about  car- 
pentry to  follow  plans,  if  I  had  had  them.  So,  I  lay  awake 
nights  studying  what  to  do  next  day.  Every  fellow  who  came 
by  made  suggestions  for  that  house.  I  wished  many  times,  I 
could  have  worked  in  all  their  suggestions.  When  completed, 
it  would  have  been  an  object  that  could  have  been  worshiped 
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without  violating  the  Second  Commandment,  for  surely,  it 
would  have  been  the  image  of  nothing  in  heaven  above  or 
the  earth  beneath.  If  you  give  heed  to  the  suggestions  of 
everyone  you  meet,  or  to  w^hat  you  may  read,  or  even  to  what 
some  learned  professor  may  suggest,  you  will  become  a 
mental  monstrosity,  and  you  will  find  someone  foolish  enough 
to  sit  at  your  feet  and  worship.  I  must  say  again:  There  is 
something  peculiar  in  the  air  of  Montana.  There  are  about 
200  more  people  in  the  "bug-house"  of  this  state  than  there 
are  in  the  "pen";  and  the  expression:  "Crazy  as  a  sheep- 
herder,"  applies  to  more  than  herders,  and  preachers  are  not 
immune.  If  you  don't  want  to  go  "bugs,"  better  get  a  good 
grip  on  yourself  and  keep  your  fingers  crossed  for  awhile 
yet. 


S^J- " 


"Ram's  Horn"  Brown  says,  "Trying  to  run  a  church  with- 
out revivals  is  like  trying  to  run  a  gasoline  engine  on  but- 
termilk," and  he  is  about  right.  The  Methodist  Church  was 
born  in  a  revival.  The  bigger  part  of  its  membership  and 
perhaps  all  of  its  18,000  pastors  found  peace  and  pardon  at 
the  old-fashioned  "mourner's  bench"  during  an  old-fashioned 
revival.  We  are  living  in  the  best  age  the  world  has  ever 
known.  We  have  discovered,  it  is  better  to  never  have  our 
children  deformed,  rather  than  reformed  and  brought  into 
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the  church,  hence  the  activities  in  primary  Sunday  School  and 
Junior  League  work.  We  are  building  fine  churches,  parson- 
ages, schools  and  hospitals.  The  activities  differ  somewhat 
from  those  of  fifty  years  ago ;  but  in  the  building  of  your  new 
church,  don't  leave  the  old  altar  in  the  old  church,  but  pry  it 
up,  drag  it  in  and  nail  it  down  good  and  solid  in  front  of  your 
new  pulpit,  then  once  a  year  at  least  make  a  special  effort  to 
get  penitents  to  kneel,  confess  and  surrender.  Methodists, 
today,  do  not  shout  so  much  as  formerly,  but  Presbyterians, 
Baptists  and  Congregationalists  shout  more.  If  we  expunge 
the  revival  from  our  economy,  the  other  denominations  will 
take  it  up,  yea,  have  taken  it  up.  Even  the  Roman  Catholics 
find  it  necessary  to  hold  their  ''retreats"  for  their  priests  and 
their  "missions"  for  the  common  people. 

I  admit,  that  in  the  good  old  days,  emotional  feeling  en- 
tered largely  into  the  activities  of  revival  work;  that  there 
were  those  who  believed  so  strongly  in  conversion  that  they 
formed  the  habit  of  getting  converted  every  winter  and  then 
allow  their  religion  to  wither  during  the  hot,  dry  months  of 
summer.  They  seemed  to  hold  themselves  in  reserve  to  start 
the  next  "Big  Meetin'."  The  first  emotion  they  felt  they  mis- 
took it  for  a  blessing  and  began  to  slop  over,  and  this  con- 
tinued through  the  revival  and  would  last  perhaps  a  few 
weeks  longer,  then  a  season  of  rest  and  inactivity  until  the 
next.  Education,  moral  and  ethical  training,  Sunday  School 
work,  Epworth  League  activities  have  to  a  large  extent, 
eliminated  this  element,  but  "don't  forget,"  the  "finest  of  the 
wheat  "is  of  the  same  quality  found  in  the  hand  of  a  3,000- 
year-old  Egyptian  mummy.  The  seedtime  and  harvests  re- 
main the  same.  The  methods  of  planting  the  seed  and  reap- 
ing the  harvest,  differ  some,  but  the  special  work  of  harvest- 
ing must  not  be  neglected. 

I'll  see  you  later  on  this  vital  subject. 

Seriously, 

DAD. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

My  Dear  Sylvester: 

I  hope  in  this  letter  to  get  all  your  knotty  problems  un- 
tangled and  get  you  thoroughly  straightened  out.  There  is 
so  much  real  work  to  do,  and  so  much  happiness  in  the 
doing  of  it,  that  I  am  anxious  for  you  to  get  right  down  to 
"short  grass"  as  soon  as  possible. 

That  professor,  who  put  it  into  your  mind,  that  the  old- 
fashioned  revival  is  a  waste  of  time  and  very  expensive,  is 
partly  right  and  partly  wrong.  He  should  have  said  the 
modern  revival  and  high-salaried  professional  evangelists 
are  expensive  and  often  a  waste  of  time.  There  are  evangel- 
ists and  evangelists.  Too  often  they  are  men  without  con- 
gregations and  could  not  hold  them  if  they  had  them.  I 
can  best  illustrate  by  my  own  experiences.     An  evangel- 
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let  (?)  and  his  wife  came  to  me  to  hold  a  series  of  meetings. 
It  was  in  the  summer  time.  He  first  made  it  clear  to  me 
that  the  last  meetings  he  held  for  a  brother  pastor,  neither 
the  pastor  nor  his  flock  had  very  much  religion  when  he  hit 
the  camp,  but  were  quite  passable  Christians  after  he  had 
given  them  a  revamping.  I  felt  sure,  I  would  be  placed  in 
the  same  class  when  the  evangelist  reached  the  next  charge. 
This  man  was  strictly  a  "holiness"  man.  His  goods  were 
"cut  and  dried."  He  "rattled"  off  his  oratory  like  an  auc- 
tioneer selling  second-hand  goods.  He  moved  among  the 
people  like  an  iceberg.  His  "holiness"  impressed  the  people 
as  a  specimen  of  "soured  godliness."  I  pleaded  with  him  to 
"let  up"  on  that  line  and  get  the  people  to  seek  regeneration 
before  sanctification,  as  we  were  handling  "raw  material" 
of  the  "wild  and  woolly"  variety.  It  was  all  to  no  purpose. 
He  hammered  that  one  key  for  four  weeks.  I  furnished  him 
a  pleasant  room — ^where  he  "rested"  during  the  day  and  his 
wife  crocheted — fed  them  three  square  meals  a  day.  My 
"wild  and  woolly"  friends  helped  me  make  up  a  little  purse 
for  him  and  passed  him  on  to  the  next  circuit.  We  were 
poorer  but  wiser. 

Several  years  later,  on  another  charge,  without  a  mo- 
ment's warning,  another  evangelist  (?)  and  his  wife  drove 
to  the  parsonage  and  announced  that  the  Holy  Spirit  had 
directed  them  to  me  for  the  purpose  of  holding  special  meet- 
ings. I  threw  up  my  hands  immediately  and  asked  what 
they  would  have  me  do.  First,  I  was  to  head  a  subscription 
paper  and  then  see  how  much  the  town  would  "put  up"  for 
the  services.  That  made  me  doubt  the  "Message  of  the 
Spirit,"  as  I  found  later,  they  had  been  sent  by  a  city  pas- 
tor, who  wished  to  get  rid  of  them.  I,  too,  had  a  "hunch" 
from  a  "spirit,"  and  as  I  had  a  church  building  enterprise 
on  hand  a  few  miles  distant,  I  must  needs  go  and  see 
about  it. 

Hold  meetings,  my  boy,  as  many  as  your  physical 
strength  will  allow.  Get  all  the  assistance  you  can;  evan- 
gelists, if  you  know  them,  but  the  better  plan,  to  my  mind, 
&,  be  your  own  evangelist;  if  necessary,  call  in  the  help  of 
a  brother  pastor,  and  be  ready  to  return  the  favor  at  his 
call.  Good  and  lasting  results  usually  follow.  In  connec- 
ton  with  the  plain  Gospel,  our  particular  beliefs,  practices 
and  restrictions  regarding  amusements,  indulgences,  etc., 
are  plainly  brought  before  the  people.  They  understand  our 
requirements  and  willingly  take  the  obligation  to  be  gov- 
erned by  our  rules. 

Somebody  has  surely  made  a  mistake  in  stating  that 
Methodism  is  practically  dead  in  the  East.  The  church 
organs  of  the  Middle  West  and  farther  East  speak  of  great 
activity  and  corresponding  results.  There  may  be  some  of 
the  Eastern  conferences,  and  no  doubt  many  individual 
churches  are  not  making  much  progress,  if  any,  and  may 
possibly  be  retrograding.  If  so,  let  me  assure  you,  it  is  just 
as  it  should  be.    These  churches  have  lost  the  spirit  of  Meth- 
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odism.  They  have  yielded  to  the  spirit  of  worldliness; 
ignored  the  restrictions  of  the  Church;  let  down  the  bars 
and  let  in  all  the  "cute''  little  animals  from  the  outside. 

Why  do  we  prohibit  card-playing?  Chiefly,  because  we 
are  not  in  a  world  of  chance  and  we  do  not  believe  in  cul- 
tivating the  spirit  of  chance  in  our  people.  Take  the  ele- 
ment of  chance  out  of  a  deck  of  cards  and  the  interest  is 
gone.  When  we  see  the  lives  blasted  and  homes  wrecked 
by  gambling,  we  want  to  shun  the  appearance  of  evil  in  a 
pack  of  cards  and  ask  the  people,  young  and  old,  coming  to 
us  for  church  fellowship,  to  refrain. 

Why  do  we  oppose  dancing  when  quick  music  involun- 
tarily puts  the  feet  in  motion?  We  do  not  so  much  object 
to  dancing  as  an  exercise,  for,  the  boy  or  girl,  man  or 
woman,  after  dancing  a  jig  or  double-shuffle  alone  for  five 
or  ten  minutes  will  get  all  the  exercise  they  care  for  and 
sit  down;  but  it  is  the  promiscuous  dance  of  the  ballroom 
and  its  attendant  influences  to  which  we  object.  Someone 
has  rightly  said:  "Our  modern  dance  is  only  hugging  to 
music,"  and  even  that  would  not  be  so  much  objected  to,  if 
men  would  hug  men  and  women  would  hug  women;  if  every 
man  would  dance  with  his  own  wife,  mother,  sister,  or 
daughter — ^but  bah!  I  don't  go  to  a  dance  for  a  chance  to 
hug  you,  nor  do  I  go  to  hug  my  own  wife  or  sister,  but  to 
get  your  wife  or  your  sister  in  my  arms,  which  you  would 
not  allow,  unless  accompanied  by  tango,  trot  or  some  kind  of 
rag  music.     Savvy? 

Say,  Sylvester,  I  am  about  through  with  these  lectures. 
There  have  been  times  when  you  were  real  amusing,  and  at 
times  I  trembled  for  your  safety.  You  have  been  in  the 
work  some  time  now  and  are  becoming  acclimated,  hard- 
ened, but  I  want  you  never  to  get  "tough."  Remember, 
Dad  has  great  confidence  in  you.  You  have  queried  over 
many  things,  but  I  believe  you  have  wisely  kept  them  to 
yourself  and  are  working  them  out.  The  time  of  rejoicing 
will  come,  in  fact,  you  will  have  times  of  rejoicing  all  along 
the  trail.  You  will  see  here  and  there  footprints  of  some 
trail-blazer  of  the  past,  and  the  happy  thought  will  come 
to  you,  that  if  you  are  faithful  to  your  present  trust,  some 
day,  another  will  discover  some  sacrifice  you  have  made,  some 
corral  and  shed  you  have  built  in  the  brush,  and  thank  God 
he  has  been  honored  to  follow  up  your  work.  Just"  as  in 
traveling  over  these  trails  you  have  found  some  water- 
hole,  away  out  in  the  open  country,  marked  by  your  pre- 
decessor, and  as  you  quench  your  thirst  and  that  of  your 
faithful  cayuse,  you  have  blessed  his  name  and  resolved  to 
pass  the  word  along. 

A  wonderful  heritage  has  been  left  to  you.  Great  things 
are  not  accomplished  in  a  day.  Fifty  years  ago  the  work 
began.  Those  of  the  first  decade  have  passed  to  the  un- 
seen world.     We  have  recorded  and  hallow  their  names.    A 
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few  of  the  second  decade  still  remain,  and  still  more  of  the 
third.    Let  me  entreat  of  you,  my  boy,  when  you  meet  these 

old  trail  -  blazers, 
hand  them  a  bou- 
quet. Don't  lay  a 
wreath  of  sagebrush 
on  my  coffin,  if  you 
have  never  handed 
me  a  single  cactus 
bloom  while  living. 
May  the  blessing 
of    Heaven   rest   on 


you 


Always  yours, 
DAD. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


THE  LAST  ROUNDUP. 


My  Dear  Sylvester: 

I  want  your  attention  about  ten  minutes.     You  are  no 
longer  in  the   tenderfoot  ranks.     You  have  given   a  good 
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account  of  yourself.  Through  trying  conditions  you  have 
played  the  man.  You  have  adjusted  yourself  to  your  en- 
vironments as  you  have  found  them  on  your  several  charges. 
You  have  made  use  of  your  common  sense  and  gained  the 
respect  of  the  community,  and  what  pleases  me  best,  you  have 
"stayed  with  the  stuff." 

In  my  former  letters  I  have  tried  to  acquaint  you  with 
former  conditions.  I  could  not  expect  to  do  this  fully,  but 
what  I  wanted  most  to  have  you  understand,  was  that  you 
were  dealing  with  humanity  and  that  some  of  the  best,  most 
sterling  types  had  drifted  here.  To  those  first  coming,  the 
open  range   was  a  puzzle.     Not  very  many  landmarks  to 


The  pioneer  preacher,  with   the   Old  Book  followed. 


guide  the  pilgrim  and  he  did  not  know  how  to  use  them  had 
there  been  many.  In  a  short  time,  if  he  kept  his  head,  he 
learned  to  go  any  direction,  following  Indian,  buffalo  and 
cow  trail  and  often  cutting  across  country,  only  to  run 
into  some  big  coulee.  Later,  when  the  country  began  set- 
tling up,  the  fencing  which  is  now  your  guide,  became  our 
discomfiture.  The  country  has  changed  in  appearance,  the 
old  corrals  have  gone  into  disuse,  the  old  style  roundup  has 
passed  into  history,  and  is  kept  alive  only  as  an  entertain- 
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ment  or  by  the  "movies."  The  type  of  people  new  coining 
are  somewhat  different  from  what  they  were  a  quarter  cen- 
tury ago,  but  human  nature  has  not  changed  and  never  will. 
The  people  who  came  from  25  to  50  years  ago  belong  to  the 
stalwarts.  Their  occupations,  as  prospectors,  miners,  freight- 
ers, traders,  cowboys  and  herders,  with  all  their  attendant 
hazards,  had  a  tendency  to  lead  these  men  back  to  primitiv- 
ism.  These  were  not  long  in  the  territory  before  the  pioneer 
preacher,  with  the  Old  Book  under  his  arm,  followed,  and 
getting  in  touch  with  these  sturdy  frontiersmen,  kept  them 
in  remembrance  of  their  youthful  days,  when  their  surround- 
ings were  of  a  different  nature. 

I  honor  the  old  timers.  Whatever  may  be  their  faults 
and  failings,  whether  preachers  or  laymen,  they  have  blazed 
the  trails  and  laid  the  foundations  for  our  present  condi- 
tions. It  is  to  a  few  of  these  men  I  wish  now  to  call  your 
attention.  Not  all  have  made  good.  Some  have  shown  the 
white  feather;  others  have  shown  very  yellow  streaks.  Suc- 
cessful miners  have  started  with  only  a  pick,  shovel  and 
pan.  Successful  stockmen  have  commenced  with  a  few  evres 
or  a  cow  and  a  branding  iron.  One  man  in  the  early  days 
had  a  very  prolific  cow,  which  at  one  spring  roundup  brought 
up  17  calves.  These  were  about  15  too  many  under  the  most 
favorable  conditions.  Frontier  justice  demanded  an  expla- 
nation at  the  corral,  but  also,  frontier  mercy  prevented  a 
necktie  party  then  and  there.  There  are  a  few  such  records 
of  dishonesty,  but  the  great  majority  of  the  men  of  the  60% 
70^s  and  80's  were  men  of  honor,  whom  the  people  of  the 
state  and  nation  have  honored. 

A  president  of  the  United  States,  who  kept  the  people 
guessing  for  several  years,  and  who  is  still  making  the  peo- 
ple wonder,  "What  next?"  at  one  time  was  a  third  owner  of 
a  ranch  in  western  Dakota,  whose  range  covered  a  large 
part  of  eastern  Montana. 

A  partner,  owning  another  third  interest  in  this  same 
ranch,  now  a  resident  of  Montana,  became  United  States 
marshal  for  Montana  by  appointment  from  the  president 
partner. 

A  boy  preacher  sings  his  way  to  Montana,  up  the  Mis- 
souri River  in  the  early  70's,  preached  to  miners  in  their 
cabins,  to  freighters  with  their  trains,  to  the  cowboys  in 
the  shade  of  a  chuck  wagon,  to  the  Indians  in  their  tepees. 
For  the  past  25  years,  honored  with  responsible  positions  by 
his  church. 

You  have  read  "The  Virginian"  by  Owen  Wister?  The 
prototype  of  his  hero  you  will  find  today  at  Sheridan, 
Wyoming,  near  the  Montana  border,  who  has  still  large  in- 
terests on  this  side  the  line,  and  still  maintains  his  sterling 
integrity. 

Another  Montana  preacher,  now  nearing  his  three  score 
years,  for  the  past  15  years,  working  in  the  most  difficult 
fields  of  his  conference,  now  a  missionary  among  the  Indians. 
Previous  to  his  entering  the  active  work  of  the  ministry,  he 
rode  the  range  east  of  the  Rockies,  from  Mexico  to  Canada, 
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a  trusted  foreman  of  different  cattle  companies,  respected 
by  his  cowboy  associates. 

The  Cowboy  Artist,  who  rode  the  range  in  the  80*s  and 
early  90's,  who  never  took  a  lesson  in  drawing,  molding  or 
painting,  who  when  he  found  a  man  riding  the  brake-beam 
of  a  freight,  made  him  crawl  out,  gave  him  money  and  put 
him  in  the  caboose,  telling  him  to  ride  decent  and  be  a  man; 
who  when  he  attended  church  and  when  the  hat  was  passed 
for  the  offering,  never  counted  his  nickels  and  dimes,  but 
threw  in  what  he  had  in  his  "chaps."  His  fame  as  an  artist 
is  now  world-wide. 

A  former  United  States  senator,  one  of  the  wealthy  men 
of  the  country,  once  a  "Bull-whacker,"  freighting  overland 
from  the  head  of  navigation  to  other  distributing  points  in 
Montana. 

Pat,  the  progressive  ranchman,  farmer,  Christian  and 
all  'round  good  citizen,  whose  front  and  rear  names  would 
indicate  both  his  nationality  and  his  religion,  early  came  in 
touch  with  the  pioneer  Methodist  preachers,  concluded  that 
religion  as  Methodists  taught  it  and  practiced  it,  was  just 
about  his  fit,  and  he  has  for  years  been  a  stanch  believer 
in  and  supporters  of  our  Church  and  its  institutions.  His 
children  are  in  our  schools. 

Every  county  in  the  state  has  sent  its  cowboy  or  miner 
representative  to  the  State  Legislature. 

Let  me  cite  one  more  instance  and  I  close.  In  the  early 
60's  a  Green  Mountain  boy  heard  the  call  of  his  country  and 
laid  his  life  on  its  altar.  Only  a  partial  sacrifice  was  taksn. 
He  left  an  arm  on  a  Southern  battlefield.  God  spared  his 
life.  He  recovered  from  his  wound.  He  engaged  in  business 
and  was  prosperous.  Being  a  Christian,  he  heard  a  call  to  a 
wider  field  of  endeavor.  God  wanted  him  to  preach  as  well 
as  make  money.  So,  like  Abraham,  he  gathered  together 
his  belongings,  consisting  of  a  wife,  two  boys  and  $75,00() — 
"not  knowing  whither  he  went."  You  might  think  he  was 
well  "fixed"  and  could  get  about  what  he  wanted.  But  let 
me  tell  you;  he  was  directed  to  Montana  in  the  early  80's, 
took  the  most  uninviting  fields,  shared  the  hardships  of  a 
frontier  preacher,  which  no  amount  of  money  could  relieve. 
He  invested  his  money  in  stock;  made  it  a  secondary  matter, 
and  primarily  preached.  You  asked  my  advice  some  time 
ago  about  fastening  on  a  homestead.  You  remember  what 
I  said?  The  following  illustrates  what  use  God  can  make 
of  a  man,  if  said  man  will  but  allow  it.  This  man  has 
preached  for  more  than  30  years,  serving  the  humblest 
sagebrush  charges  to  the  highest  positions  in  the  gift  of  his 
conference.  From  his  $75,000  he  has  been  able  to  help  build 
churches,  parsonages,  schools  and  hospitals  to  the  extent 
of  $100,000,  and  still  has  a  modest  capital  remaining.  The 
end  of  his  donations  is  not  in  sight.  That  is  Bible  arith- 
metic.     Addition,    subtraction,    multiplication    and    division 


combined.     The  general  rule  by  which  it  is  worked  out  is 
found  in  Proverbs  11:24,  first  clause. 

Sincerely,  your  loving  and  lovely,         DAD. 


